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Wdjteb'8  wild  birthoight  I  In  the  fretful  East 
Tbe  uneasy  wind  moans  vrith  its  sense  oC  cold. 
And  sends    its   (dglis   tlirougb   gloom;   moimtAiu 

gorge. 
Along  the  Talley,  np  the  whitening  hill. 
To  tease  thn  sighing  spirits  of  tbe  pioes, 
And  waete  in  dismal  woods  tlieli'  chilly  life. 
The  sky  is  dark,  and  on  the  hiiildlod  letvyea — 
The  restless,  roatling  leiives — silta  down  its  sleet. 
Till  the  ahftrp  crystaia  pin  tliem  to  the  eaiiU, 
Aud  they  grow  etitl  beneath  the  rising  storm. 
The  roofless  liuUocb  Imgs  the  sheltering  stock, 
With  oriJiaiiig  hend  and  closely  gathered  feet, 
And  waits  with  dumb  eudiinuice  Igr  tbe  moiti. 
Deep  in  a.  gtuty  ntvem  of  the  barn 
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The  witless  calf  Btands  blatnnt  at  bis  (.-hum  ; 
While  the  brute  mother,  pent  wiUiio  her  stnl), 
With  the  wild  sti-esH  of  instiui-t  gots  distn<ight, 
AJid  fret«  her  horns,   and    bellows  liu'ough  the 

The  stream  runs  black  ;  and  the  far  waterfall 
That  Bang  so  sweetly  througli  the  amnmGr  evec. 
And  swelled  anil  ewayed  ta  Zephyr's  sof tent  breath. 
Leapfl  with  a  sullea  roar  Uie  dark  abjss. 
And  howls  its  huurss  responses  to  the  wind. 
The  mill  is  stilL     The  dii^lant  (autorj, 
That  swarmed  yeatreeu  with  many  fingered  life 
And  bridged  the  river  with  a  himilred  ban 
Of  multf  n  light,  is  dark,  and  lifta  ila  bulk 
With  dim,  uncertain  angles,  to  tbe  aky. 


Yet  lower  bows  Ihe  storm.     The  leafloM  tri-'ea 
Liish  their  lithe  limbs,  ikod,  with  ntujeatic  voiue, 
Cull  lo  uach  other  through  the  deepening  gloom ; 
And  8len(ler  Ininka  that  lean  on  bnrly  boiigh, 
Slirii.'k  with  stinrp  sbniBion;  and  the  oak, 
Mellowed  in  fibre  by  aDnmutiored  frosts, 
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Yields  U>  the  shoiilU^'r  of  the  Titiin  BLui. 
Foraakes  its  poise,  imd,  \\\i\\  i\  bootniug  email. 
Sweeps  u  fierce  paEsage  U>  tliu  smotlien-d  I'ot-kB, 
Aiid  UtiB  a  stutlertid  nuu. 

Other  Bcene  ;^ 
Acmes  the  ewaJe,  halt  up  the  piiie-capped  hill, 
StimdB    the    uld   farm-houAO    with   its    cluiu]) 

Tlie  old  red  (ann-botwe — dim  and  dmi  lo-niRlit, 
Save  where  the  mddy  ftreliglila  from  thu  heurth 
Flap    their   bright    winga    agniust    tho    wiiidoi 

A  hillowj*  Ktvarm  that  l)eat  theii'  slender  Imra, 
Or  xeek  the  night  tu  lesTe  their  track  of  thuiiu 
Upon  the  sleet,  <ir  ait,  with  shifting  feet 
And  restleos  plumeB,  awoag  the  poplnr  Inxighs— 
The  spectral  poplars,  standing  st  the  gulf. 


or 


WhuBo  tliin 


M}.  erect,  a.nd  tall,  imd  stroug, 
nhite  hair,  and  cheekii   ul    fur 
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Aju)  Bnciient  dress,  bebsj  Uie  patnAic-ti. 
StauJs  at  the  window,  listening  to  the  storm. 
And  OS  the  fire  XesfB  with  a  vildcr  flame — 
Moved  hj  the  wind — it  'nrnpe  and  gliWT6es 
His  stolwut  fnme,  until  it  flarps  and  grlows 
Like  the  old  prophets,  in  tranaflf^iuvd  guiae, 
Tbat  sliupe  the  siiuset  for  cstbednJ  tusles. 
And  now  it  posses,  and  a  sweeter  ehupe 
Stands  in  its  place.     0  blest  matemitj-  \ 
Hushed  on  her  btwom  in  a  light  unbrace, 
Hor  bah;  Bleeps,  wrapped  in  its  long  white  robe  1 
And  as  th^  flame,  with  soft,  aiiroial  sleeps, 
ninminates  the  pair,  bow  lite  thej  seem. 
O  Virgin  Uother !  to  thyself  and  thine  I 
Now  Samnel  comes  with  curU  of  bnming  gold 
To  hpurken  to  the  ^tuce  of  God  iritlioat : 
"Spenk,  niightj  One  \     Thy  little  servant  bears  1" 
Aod  MiricuD,  irnuden,  from  her  honEchold  cares 
Comes  to  Uie  window  in  her  loost-ued  rob«. — 
Comes  with  Ota  btoxlng  timbrels  iu  her  bunil.  — 
And,  as  the  noise  of  winds  and  natecs  swrUs, 
It  shapes  the  song  of  biumph  to  her  lifTS  : 


AuiI  now  a  mnii  of  nolilo  p:.rt  and  brow. 
And  Mpivt  of  beuigimut  nuijesty, 
Assumes  Uie  vucotit  iiiclie,  wliile  either  rtuli^ 
PresB  th«  fair  foriiw  uf  (tHIdien,  auil  I  Iiunr  ; 
■'  tjiitrttr  1l>i'  LtUd  ouea  U>  uuai'-  onto  uu>  1" 


u 
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PMRSONS. 

TIkbb  dwells  tbft  good  old  farmer,  Liruel, 

Di  iu9  aQceatral  lioiite — a  Puritaii 

^^'ho  reads  his  Bible  doll;,  lovea  liis  God, 

And  lives  serenely  in  the  faitb  of  Chmt, 

For  three  score  yeara  and  ten  his  life  has  run 

Through  varied  stones  of  happiueaa  oud  woo ; 

But,  couBtant  tliroiigh  tlio  wide  viciaaitude. 

He  hus  uonf  eased  the  giver  of  his  joys, 

.Vnd  kJKied  the  band  thikt  took  them :  ^ad  when- 

Bereaveineot  haa  oppressed  his  eoul  with  grief. 
Or  nliiir()  miufortuue  stung  Ills  heart  with  [lain. 
Ho  biks  bowed  donn  iu  uhildlike  faith,  iind  said, 
"Thy  wiU,  O  Ood-fJiy  will  be  done,  not  miuo  !" 


lll^ 


Hint  uwiLLi  tut  ui 


niTTEIi-SWEET.  i:> 

Hi"  gentle  wife,  a  dozen  Hnmmers  since, 

I'osaeil  from  his  Eoitlifiil  anon  and  went  to  iiuuven  ; 

All^l  liei-  best  gift — n  maiden  aweelly  named — 

His  dauglit«r  RiitU — oi'darB  the  ancient  house, 

And  fills  her  mother's  place  beside  tbe  board, 

And  cheers  his  life  with  songs  and  iudustiy. 

But  who  are  these  who  crowd  the  house  to-night— 

A  happy  throng  ?     Wayfaring  pilgrinis,  who. 

Grateful  tor  slielter.  chana  the  golden  hours 

With  the  sweet  jargon  o(  a  festival  ? 

Who  are  those  fathers?  who  these  mothere?  wUo 

These  pleasant  children,  mde  with  health  and  joy  ? 

It  is  the  Puritan's  ThanksglTing  Eve  ; 

And  gathered  home,  from  hvaher  homes  oroimd, 

The  old  man's  children  keep  the  hoUdaj' — 

In  dear  New  England,  since  the  fathers  slept — 

The  sweetest  holiday  of  all  the  year. 

John  comes  with  Prudence  and  her  httle  girls, 

And  Petor,   matohed  with  Patience,   briugs  his 

boys- 
Fair  boys.ind^ls  with  good  old  Scripture  uamee — 


^^ 
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And  Grace,  young  ButJi's  companion  in  the  hou»e. 

Till  wrested  from  her  last  Thaukt^iving  Daj 

Bj  the  strong  hand  o£  Loie,  brings  home  her  liaUe, 

And  the  tall  poet  David,  at  whube  »ide 

She  went  ftway.     And  seated  in  the  midHt. 

Mary,  a  foehir- daughter  of  the  hoiue. 

Whose  chastened  face  nnd  nielancholj  eyea 

BiinR  all  the  wondering  children  to  her  knee, 

Weepa  with  the  strange  eicess  ot  happiness. 

And  sigha  with  joy. 

What  reeks  the  driving  atorni 

Of  such  a  isoeiie  aa  this  ?    And  what  reek  these 

Of  Buch  a  storm  ?    Tor  every  heavy  gust 

J 

That  smites  the  windows  with  its  cloud  of  sleei. 

And  shakes  the  sashes  with  its  ghostly  bands. 

And  rocka  the  mansiou  till  the  chimney's  throai 

Through  all  its  sooty  cavcms  shrieks  ooid  howls, 

They  give  fuU  bursts  of  careless  merriment. 

li 

Or  bonga  thut  send  it  baiOed  on  iu  way. 

! 

■ 

UooBT  tnkcs  to  Mriuga  on  such  a  nigbt  aa  Quh  ; 
Ajid  while  tbe  tmveller  hugs  liia  flubtoi-ini;  cluok, 
And  staggers  Wee  the  weary  waste  njoni^, 
Beneath  a  pitUess  heavmi,  the;  flap  his  fiice, 
And  whc<'l  above,  or  hunt  his  faiiitiiig  soul. 
As,  rrith  relentless  grend,  a  vulture  du'oug. 
With  their  Iimk  shadows  laock  the  gliiziu^  eyes 
Of  the  lost  cornel  of  the  cftrav^ui. 
And  Faith  tak^  forms  nud  vings  on  such  n,  uight 
Whore    lovt'    bums    brightly    tit    the     household 

hewtb, 
And  from  tbe  altiar  of  aooh  peoeeful  heart 
Aaceods  the  fragrant  iaoeuBe  oE  itn  thanks, 
And  every  puUe  with  Bymputhetic  thiob 
Telia  the  true  rhythm  of  Iniatfniest  content. 
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They  fliitt<^r  in  and  ont,  and  toocli  to  BmUos 
The  Bleeping  lipa  of  inlanoy;  and  fun 
The  blush  that  lights  tlto  modust  miuden's  choeks  ; 
And  toss  the  locks  of  children  at  their  plnj. 

Bilecoe  is  vocal  if  we  listen  well  : 

And  Life  and  Being  sing  in  dulleet  ears 

From  mom  to  night,  from  night  lo  mom  again, 

With  fine  articulatdous ;  but  whi;n  God 

DiBlurbe  the  eoill  with  terror,  or  inapires 

With  i,  great  joj-.  llie  words  of  Donbt  and  Faith 

Sound  quick  and  sharp  like  dropH  on  toreat  leavea; 

And  we  look  np  to  where  the  pleasant  skj' 

Kissee  the  thuiider-clapa,  and  dHuk  the  Bong. 

3  Song  of  Sloubl. 

The  day  is  fjuenched,  and  the  aun  is  fled; 

Gted  haa  forgotten  the  world  I 
The  monn  is  gone,  and  the  stars  are  dead; 

God  has  forgotten  the  world  I 


Evil  has  won  in  the  horrid  feud 
Of  ages  with  the  Throne ; 


BiTTKltrHWEKT. 

Efil  sUiid-i  on  the  neck  of  Good, 

And  rules  the  world  alonn. 

There  ie  no  good ;  there  ig  do  Ood ; 

And  Faith  ia  s  heartless  cheat, 
Who  bare«  the  buck  for  the  Devil's  rod, 

And  acattert  thorns  for  the  feet, 

What  are  prayers  iu  tlie  lijia  of  death, 
Filling  Euid  chilUug  witli  liiiil  ? 

Wlint  are  ptajerB  but  wnsted  breatii. 
Beaten  baok  bj  the  gale  ? 

The  daj  is  quenched,  and  the  ^in  it  tied  ; 

Qod  hns  forgotten  the  world  ! 
The  moon  ia  gone,  and  the  stam  are  deiuJ  ; 

God  has  foTgotti^D  the  world  1 

a  €0119  of  $a\\\). 

Day  will  retiiru  wiUi  n  fresher  boon  ; 

God  will  remember  the  world  ! 
Night  will  come  with  a  newer  monti  ; 

Gi>i  iTill  remejnbor  tho  world  I 


BITTKR-SWKKT. 
E^^l  is  only  tUe  slave  of  Good  ; 

JioiTow  tlip  siyi'aiit  of  Joy  ; 
Ajid  AiK  soiil  is  mod  tlint  idfusca  foinl 

Of  the  mejint'flt  lu  GoiVm  empkiy. 

The  foostaiii  ot  joy  m  fed  by  tears, 

Anil  love  is  lit  by  the  breath  of  siglw  ; 
The  deepest  griofs  aud  the  i\-ildest  fi-am 
Have  holiest  miiiiutties. 


Htrong  grows  the  oak  in  the  an-eeping  atonu  ; 

tSnfely  the  llower  sleeps  under  the  snow  ; 
Aud  the  tanner's  bMtrtb  is  never  wnnn 

Till  the  oold  wind  slnrts  to  blow. 

Day  will  return  with  a  fresher  boon  ; 

God  will  remember  the  world  I 
Niglit  will  (Nune  with  a  newer  moon  ; 

Ood  will  remember  tlie  world  I 


n 


FIRST  MOVEMENT. 


UOatXSXt-nt  lum  nm  iifa.  Xem 


THE  QUESTION  STATED  AXD  AUOUED. 


BUTH,  touch  the  crotUo.     "Boyt,  70a  mnst  bo  Htill  I 

Tbc  bnb;  raumot  ijtep  in  sucli  a  Doige. 

Nny,   Oiiioe,    stir    uut ;    she'll    soolLe  liim  booh 

And  t«ll  Uiiii  inui'Q  Btvi'iet  stuff  ill  luilf  an  hour 
Tlion  jou  caa  dream,  iii  dreomiug  half  a  ywa. 
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[KHetiing  an/l  n/ckinff  the  crtM:- 

What  ia  Oie  little  oue  thinking  about  ? 
Very  wonilerM  tilings,  no  doubt. 
Unwritten  lustovy  1 
UuIatltDniod  myatory  1 
Yet  he  laughs  and  cries,  and  cats  anil  drinks. 
And  chuckles  and  crows,  and  nods  anj,   winks, 
As  if  liis  head  wei-e  oh  full  of  kisks 
And  ciiriiiua  I'idillca  as  aay  sphiui  I 
Wiirped  hy  colic,  and  ivet  by  teara. 
Punctured  by  pins,  and  tortured  by  feitn, 
Our  httle  nephew  will  lose  two  jeatB ; 
And  hell  never  know 
WliGro  the  wimajGra  go  ;— 
He  need  not  laugli  for  he'll  find  it  so  t 


Who  cou  tcU  what  a  baby  thiolis  ? 
Who  call  follow  the  gossamer  linka 
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By  which  the  manniliin  feels  his  way 
Out  from  Bie  aliore  gf  the  grout,  unknown, 
Blind,  »ud  wftUiiig,  and  iiloue, 

Into  the  light  of  dny  ? — 
Out  from  the  ahore  of  the  unkiiowii  se*, 
Tosmng  m  pitiful  agimy,— 
Of  the  unkaown  aea  Uut  reels  and  rolls. 
Speckled  with  the  barks  of  litfla  houIh — 
Barks  tUut  were  launched  on  the  otlior  riili'. 
And  slippdd  from  Heaven  on  an  ebbing  tide  ! 

Wlint  does  he  think  of  his  mother's  eyes  ? 
What  docs  he  think  of  \an  motlier's  hair  ? 

What  of  the  cradle-root  that  fliea 
Forward  and  backward  through  the  ah*  V 

What  does  lie  think  of  liw  mother's  lirejiat — 
Biiro  and  beautiful,  smooth  and  white, 
Spcking  it  ever  with  fresh  delLghl  — 

Cnp  of  his  life  and  couch  of  his  rest  ? 
What  does  he  tltiidc  when  her  quick  embraoo 
FreBHes  his  hand  and  buriex  his  face 
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Dtep  where  tlie  licttrt^throba  sink  and  swell 
With  B  tendemess  she  con  never  tell. 

Though  she  murmtu:  the  woi'iJa 

Of  all  the  birds— 
Words  she  has  learned  to  luiii-mtir  well  ? 

Now  he  thinks  bell  go  to  sleep  ! 

I  con  see  the  shadow  creep 

Over  his  eyes,  in  soft  eclipse. 

Over  his  brow,  and  over  hia  hps, 

Out  to  his  little  finger  tips  I 

Softly  sinking,  down  he  goes  I 

Down  he  goes !    Down  he  goes  ! 

\BilO\g,  andcarrfaUs  rtlrtaHne  lo  lur  mt 
8ee !     He  ia  hushed  in  aucet  repose  1 


Behold  a  miracle  I    Music  ti'snsfoi-mcd        V 
To  morphine,  and  the  drowsy  god  invoked 
By  the  poor  prattle  of  a  nrniden's  tongue  I 
A  moment  more,  and  we  Hhiiuld  all  have  gone 
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Dottd  into  dreamland  witli  the  babe  I    Ah,  ivpU  1 
There  ia  no  end  of  wouJets. 

Rtrtn- 

None.  iiiileed  I 
When  lazy  poete  who  have  gorged  thomsoIveH, 
And  cannot  keep  awake,  nutke  the  attempt 
To  shift  the  burden  of  Ihoir  drowainoss. 
And  charge  a  girl  with  what  thej  owe  to  greed. 


At  joor  old  tdcka  again  I    No  aleep  indiued 
By  song  of  jours,  or  any  otlier  bird's. 

Can  linger  long  when  you  begin  to  t^dk. 
Gmoe,  box  your  asler'a  eme  for  me,  and  save 
The  trouble  of  my  rising. 

{Aivaitciaa.  ami  ktmlltig  lit  t\t  Ml  <lf  Brai 
Sister  miuu. 
Now  give  the  proof  of  your  obedience 
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To  yonr  imperiooa  lord  1    Strike,  il  yon  data  I 
rU  v™ke  your  babj  if  you  lift  your  hand. 
Ha  I  king ;  lin  !  poet ;  who  is  master  now — 
Baby  or  hualmnd  ?    Pr'ythce,  teU  me  that 
Were  I  a  uuin, — thank  HeaTen  I  am  aot  I — 
And  hfid  a  wife  who  cored  not  for  my  will 
More  than  yonr  wife  for  yours,  I'd  hang  myeeU, 
Oi'  wtiir  im  npron.     See  !  she  kLsaes  me  1 


Aijil  nnnwers  to  my  will,  though  well  she  knowa 
I'll  spare  to  ber  so  terrible  a  teak, 
And  tukn  tliB  awful  burden  on  myaelf ; 
Which  T  will  do,  in  future,  if  she  pleaae  1 

KCIH. 
N»w   hixve   you  conquered  I     Look  !     I   auj   yon 

Deuoimce  me,  scourge  me.  BJiythiug  but  kioa ; 
For  life  Ib  sweet,  and  I  alone  am  left 
To  comfort  aa  old  man. 
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Ruth,  that  will  do ! 
Bemember  Fm  n  Justice  of  the  Peace, 
And  bide  no  qoairels ;  and  if  you  and  David 
Persist  in  strife,  I'll  place  yon  under  bonds 
For  good  beliHTior,  or  cwndemn  you  both 
To  Bolitary  dumnco  tor  tLe  uiglit 

BUTH. 

Father,  yon  fiul  to  nnderstond  the  case, 
AaiI  do  me  wroag.     David  has  tlireateoed  ma 
With  an  nssault  that  proves  int^t  to  kill ; 
And  Uera'a-my  Eist«rGruce,  bia  vreJcted \vif c, 
■WhoTl  take  her  oath,  that  jiiat  a.  ye.'ir  ago 
He  entered  inlo  bondfl  to  kin-p  the  peace 
Toward  me  and  womaakiiid. 

I'm  qiiiiti  asleep. 
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We'll  all  agree,  tlicii,  to  prouoiinco  it  quite. 


Till  he  awitke  agn^in,  of  couise.    I  tnut 
I  have  sufficient  galkntry  to  gnuit 
A  nnp  between  encoiuiters,  to  a  foe 
With  odds  against  him. 


Peace,  my  daughter,  peaoe  1 
You've  had  your  foil  revenge,  and  we  have  had 
Enough  of  laughter  since  the  day  bfgan. 
Wb  must  uot  squander  all  these  pcecions  houn 
In  jest  and  merriment ;  for  vlien  the  Bun 
Shall  riae  to-morrow,  we  ahall  separate. 
Not  knowing  we  shall  ever  meet  again. 
MentingB  like  this  are  rare  this  tide  of  Ilcnven, 
And  aaem  to  me  the  best  mementoes  left 
Of  Eden's  bom^. 
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Mast  certainly  the  beat, 
And  qnite  the  rarest,  bnt,  imluokily, 
Tlie  weakest,  as  we  kuow ;  (or  sin  and  paiu 
And  «vila  miiltifann,  ttiat  ewurni  tlie  eiutii. 
And  poison  nil  our  joys  and  nJl  our  hearta, 
Bemiud  us  moat  of  Eden'a  [orfeit  bliea. 


Forfeit  tlirongh  Ler  iwwet ; 
A  power  not  lost,  as  luo.tt  men  know,  I  think. 
Beyond  the  knowledge  of  their  truatful  wives. 
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And  getting  wild 
Within.    Now  Grace,  I — all  at  m. — protest 
Agiiinat   a  scene    to-nighU      Look  I     You    liaTe 

One  to  the  window  blushing,  ami  your  lord. 
With  lowering  brow,  is  making  st«m  eae&j 
To  stare  the  fire-dogs  out  of  oountcnanoe, 
Thcsa  honest  brothers,  with  their  honest  wives, 
Grow  gitun  anil  solemn,  loo,  as  if  Uiey  feared 
At  the  next  gtist  to  see  the  windows  burst, 
(.)r  a  riven  poplar  crashing  throitgh  the  root 
And  tliink  of  me  I— a  simple  bcAH«d  moid 
Who  leanifld  from  Co\q>er  only  yesterday 
(Or  iL  sohoolmoeter,  with  a.  handsome  face, 
Au'l  Ik  strange  poasioa  for  tho  text),  the  fact, 
That  wudded  I'liss  alone  survives  the  faU. 
I'm  shoclced  )  I'm  fiig-ht^ned  ;  luid  I'll  never  ved 
I'nlesB  I — oliango  my  iniod  ; 


lUTTBB-SWEEr. 


And  I  ponseut 

EAuiI  tlie  schoolmnstcr  with  the  handtiome  fftoo 
Propose. 


Your  pftrdon,  lather,  for  the  jeal  1 
But  I  have  never  patience  with  the  ills 
Th&t  miike  intrusion  on  my  hftppy  lioura. 
I  know  the  wodd  is  fwH  of  evil  things, 
And  shnddfr  with  the  cnnaeiouancss.     I  know 
That  caie  has  iron  crowns  for  many  bi-owB  ; 
That  OalvarieB  are  evprywhere,  wlieioon 
Viitoe  is  emcifiod,  and  niuk  nntl  sjicnra 
Dmw  goilUess  blood  ;  thnt  sonow  sits  ituil  drioka 
At  sweetest  lieorta,  till  all  their  Lfe  is  dry  ; 
Thftt  gentle  spirits  od  the  rack  of  ptun 
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•    ftorpe,    aud    pray    and 


by 


Grow  (iiiut 

That  Eoll's  testptations,  clad  in  llcavcaly  guiso, 
And  armed  'witJi  might,  lie  evfirmore  in  wait 
Along  life's  patii,  gi\"ing  assault  to  all — 
Filial  to  most  ;    that  D^uth  sLtlks    through   the 

fhoosing  hia  victims,  eparing  none  at  last ; 
That  in  each  shadow  of  a  pleasant  tree 
A  grief  sits  sodl^  sobbing  to  its  leaves  ; 
And  that  beKJde  each  fearful  »oiil  there  walks 
The  dim,  gaont  phantom  of  uncertaiaty. 
Bidding  it  look  before,  where  nous  may  »ee. 
And  nil  moat  go  :  but  I  forget  it  all— 
I  thrust  it  from  me  always  when  I  may ; 
Else  I  aLould  faint  witli  fear,  or  drown  myself 
In  pi^.     God  forgive  me  !  but  I've  Uiought 
A  thousand  times  that  if  I  had  Bie  power, 
Or  He  my  love,  we'd  have  a  different  world 
Prom  this  we  live  in. 
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Those  ni'B  Binrul  tlioiiglita, 
Mj  datig])t«r,  nod  too  surelj  iadicate 
A  wilfu]  Bcrnl,  uni-ecuatuled  to  God. 

So  jon  liare  t^jld  ine  often.     You  hara  said 
TliAt  Qod  is  just,  and  I  h&vo  looked  aroimd 
To  seek  tUe  pruuC  in  hiuuui  lot,  iu  viuo. 
The  nun  fnlla  kindly  on  the  jiut  man's  iieUla, 
But  on  tUe  unjoat  uum's  more  kindly  stUl ; 
iiXiH  I  have  never  known  the  nintcr's  blust. 
Or  tbe  qnick  lightning,  or  the  pestilenoe, 
Make  nicn  dJacrimiiiationB  when  let  elip 
From  God's  right  hiud. 


"f  is  a  great  mjatery ; 
Yet  God  ia  just,  anil, ^blessed  bo  Eia  name  1— 
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Is  \o\-h\\£  too.    I  know  that  I  ua  weak, 

And  tliat  tlie  patliway  of  His  Provideuce 

ts  on  tUe  liilla  wlicre  I  may  nevM  climb. 

TIterefore  tay  reason  j-ields  het  band  to  Faitb, 

And  foUows  meukly  wlieit!  tlie  augel  leads. 

I  seti  the  rich  mau  have  his  portion  here. 

And  Lazarus,  in  glorified  repose. 

Sleep  like  b  jewel  on  the  breast  of  Faith 

In  Heaven's  bi'OBd  light     I  see  that  whom  Qod 

lov^-s 
He  chastens  sorely,  but  I  oak  not  why. 
1  only  know  that  God  is  juat  aud  good  ; 
All  else  is  mystery.     Why  evil  Uvea 
Within  His  universe,  I  may  not  know. 
I  know  it  Uvea,  and  tainta  the  -niai  air ; 
And  that  in  ways  inscrutable  to  me — 
Yet  compromising  not  hla  soundless  love 
And  bouudl'sas  po\rer — it  lives  against  His  will. 
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I  sin  not  satiafied     It  evil  live 

Aguinst  OoiI'b  will,  evil  is  king  of  all, 

And  they  do  well  who  woreliip  Lucifer, 

I  am  not  sntjafied.    My  reMon  spurns 

Bach  prostitution  to  a1>surditic9. 

I  know  Uist  yuQ  aro  happy  ;  but  I  slsriuk 

From  your  blind  taith  with  loaithiiig  and  with  feuj, 

And  leel  that  I  murt  win  it,  if  I  win, 

With  the  surrender,  not  of  will  alone, 

But  of  tbc  noblest  Eacully  Oiat  God 

Hu  erowned  me  with. 


O  blind  and  atabliom  child! 
My  light,  mj-  jny,  mj  burden  rind  my  grief  I 
Bow  wnuld  1  lend  you  to  the  wells  of  peueo, 
And  Bee  you  dip  yonr  fevered  palms  and  drink. 
Gladly  lo  purrhnse  tlds  would  1  liiy  down 
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The  procious  remnajit  o(  iiy  life,  nnd  sleep, 
Wnippcd  in  the  fuJUi  ;ou  spurn,  (ill  the  ai'chftnR« 
Soiinda  the  iaat  tnimp.     But  Gud's  nilt  be  done  I 
I  leave  jon  with  Him. 


\ 


Fiither,  talk  not  thus  1 
Oh,  do  not  bliuno  me  I    I  would  do  it  nil, 
U  but  to  bless  jou  witli  a.  single  joy  \ 
But  I  liw  \v.-\\Ai-^-: 


God  niil  help  jou,  Ruth. 


To  iinfmch  my  ruHfion  ?    Crui  I  nsk  the  bnui 
Aly  lipB  -wonld  blister  with  the  binsphemy. 
I  counot  take  jo\\t  Enith  ;  and  that  is  why 
I  would  forget  that  I  am  in  a  world 
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Where  evil  lives,  nntl  wLy  I  guard  lay  jojb 
Witli  8«o!l  a  jcaloue  cure. 


There.  Btitb,  sit  down  1 
"lii  the  old  qaestion,  with  IJie  old  reply. 
I'ou  By  along  the  path,  with  bleeding  feet, 
Where  miiny  (ect  have  Sown  and  bled  before  ; 
And  he  who  seeks  \o  guide  yon  to  the  kobI, 
Has  (lift  me  Bay  it,  father,)  atoiiiicd  fur  short. 
And  [nieii  refuge  at  a  wayside  iiin. 
Whose  haunted  halls  and  mmy  possagea 
Beceive  no  tight,  save  through  the  riddled  roof. 
Pierced  thick  by  pilgrim  sIavcb,  that  Faith  ai: 

lie 
Upon  its  bock,  and  only  gaze  ou  hoavcu. 
I  would  not  banish  evil  if  I  could  ; 
Kor  would  I  be  so  dcf  p  in  love  with  joy 
As  to  seek  for  it  in  forgetf itinera, 
Tbrongh  taitb  or  tour. 
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Teach  me  the  better  wuy. 
And  every  eipkation  from  my  lipa 
BhoU  be  a  gratafo]  blessing  on  your  head  ; 
And  ia  the  coming  world  I'll  seek  the  sidi) 
Of  no  more  gracioun  tuigel  thnn  the  nuiu 
Who  gives  me  brotherhood  by  leading  me 
Home  with  himself  to  heaven. 


My  soil, 
Be  cai'otiil  of  your  words !     'Tin  no  light  tliiug 
To  take  Ihe  guiJauce  of  a  Bti-iiyiiig  sold. 


[  murk  the  burdcD  well,  iind  love  it,  too. 
Because  I  love  the  girl  aud  love  her  lord, 
Asd  seek  to  vindicate  His  love  U>  lier 
Aud  waken  hem  for  Him.     Be  tliis  my  pimi 
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Goil  is  Blmiglity — Bll-bnnevolent ; 
Aiitl  Banght  exists  nave  \>j  His  loviog  will. 
E^'i],  or  wliflt  wo  reckon  such,  exists, 
And  uot  against  hia  vUl ;  elee  tbe  Suprpme 
Ib  Huliject,  and  we  hare  in  place  of  QoJ 
A  pbajiloni  uotliing,  'nit.li  tv  pLtiuUim  name. 
Therefore  I  care  not  wht-Ujer  He  onhiiu 
Tluit  ctO  Uve,  or  whethei-  He  peraiit ; 
TUerufore  I  ask  not  why,  in  oithei-  case, 
Aa  if  He  meant  to  cnne  me,  Imt  I  ask 
Wliat  He  would  have  Uiia  iivU  do  for  me  ? 
What  is  its  uisdon  ?  whut  its  ministry  ? 
Wliat  golden  fmit  lies  hidden  in  it«  husk  ? 
How  sliall  it  nnrse  my  t-irtne,  nervo  my  will. 
Chasten  my  passions,  pmify  my  love, 
And  make  mo  in  some  goodly  sense  like  Him 
Who  bore  the  cross  of  evil  while  He  hveil. 
Who  hung  and  hied  apon  it  whcu  he  died. 
And  Low,  in  glory,  wenra  the  victor's  crowu  f 
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It  evil,  tLcn,  Lave  part  anil  privil'-L'c 

In  the  economy  of  holineBs, 

WLy  eame  the  Christ  to  save  us  from  its  powoi 

Autl  bring  ns  reHtorution  of  the  bUss 

Lost  in  the  hipae  of  Eden  ? 

DATTO. 

And  ■would  yon 
Or  R;ilh  have  restoration  of  that  bhss. 
And  welcome  tnmeplnnt.itiou  to  the  state 
Aasooiuta  wiUi  it  ? 

Would  I?    Would  I  not? 
Oh,  I  hnve  drtiuned  of  it,  a  tliousnnd  tiiuc>H, 
Slyejjing  and  waking,  since  the  torch  of  tbouglif 
Flashed  into  flame  at  liovelation's  touch, 
And  filled  my  Kpii-it  with  its  <iueaclilesB  ftra 
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Host  envions  dreams  of  innocence  and  joy 
Hove  baouted  iue,^<li'nuna  that  were  bora  in  ain. 
Yet  swathed  in  stajnleae  snow.    Pve  droajnod,  and 

dreamed, 
Of  wondivus  Ifeua,  croivned  with  iwreniikl  green, 
Wfauso   Buft   atill   bluidowG   gleamed    with    giMi-n 

Of  pensaii  tmitng^,  or  were  flusLed  witU  life 
Bodiiuit  and  tuneful  wlieu  broad  flovks  of  bird^ 
fiw«pt  In  and  ont  like  aheete  of  living  flame. 
Pro  dreamed  of  aisles  tufted  witU  velvet  gi'flSH, 
And  bordered  with  tlia  Btmngo  mtulligene  • 
Of  myriiul  loving  eyea  among  the  fiowere, 
'riiat  watched  me  with  u  curious,  calm  delight. 
As  rows  of  wayeide  cherubim  may  wat<ih 
A  new  Boul  wnlking  into  Paradise. 
Tva  dreamed  of  sunsets  wbeo  the  sim  supine 
Lay  rooking  on  the  ocean  like  a  god, 
And  threw  his  weary  anns  fw  up  the  sky. 
And  with  vcnnilion-tinli'd  fliig'^''  h^cd 
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Witli  thfi  long  treasos  ot  Hie  ovoiiuig  stoir. 

I've  dreamed  ot  dreams  more  Ijeaiitirnl  than  all— 

Dreams  that  were  niiLsic,  perfume,  visioti,  blisa, — 

Bleiit  and  sublimed,  till  I  liave  stood  euwrappcd 

In  the  quick  essence  of  on  ntmosphero 

That  made  me  tremble  to  UDclose  my  eyes 

Lest  I  should  look  on  Ood     And  I  hare  dreamed 

Of  sinless  men  and  mnjds,  mated  in  heaven, 

Ere  yet  their  souls  hod  aouglit  for  beanteouB  f  onns 

To  give  them  human  senon  and  residence, 

Moving  through  nit  this  reahn  of  choice  delighta 

For  eviir  and  for  aye  !  with  himds  and  heorU 

Immuculate  as  light ;  irithout  a  thought 

Of  evil,  and  irithout  n  name  for  fear. 

Oil,  when  I  wake  from  happy  dreams  like  tliese, 

To  the  old  consciousnesa  that  I  must  die. 

To  the  old  presence  of  a  guilty  heai-t, 

To  the  old  fear  Uiat  lirtiinta  me  nlgtit  and  day, 

Why  should  I  not  ileplore  the  graceless  full 

That  makes  me  what  I  am,  and  shnU  me  ont 
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rrom  a  condition  and  society 

As  much  ubove  a  sinful  niaidcn'ti  dreams 

As  £dea  bleat  surpasses  Edt'ii  curst  ? 


So  yon  \rDuId  be  anoUier  Eve,  and  bo — 
Fall  M-itb  tbe  fiist  temptation,  like  herself  I 
Ood  seeks  Tor  rirtue  ;  jon  for  innocence. 
YouTl  fiiid  it  in  the  cradle — nowheJ*  else — 
Save  in  jour  dreams,  among  the  growu  up  bahtn 
That  dvrelt  in  Eden — powerless,  pulpy  souls 
Ibat  showed  a  dimple  Fur  each  toudi  of  Bin, 
God  seeks  for  virtue,  and,  tlut  it  may  live, 
It  muBt  resist,  and  that  whicli  it  reaiKta 
Must  live.    BeUevo  me,  Ood  bae  other  thought 


Than  restoriition  of  ou 

tallcu  mce 

To  its  primeval  innoce 

ce  and  hlisa. 

If  Jesiffl  Christ— ns  we 

are  taught — wa 

From  the  fonndation  of  the  world,  it  v 

Because  our  evil  Uvcd 

a  essence  then- 
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Ci>evEJ  with  the  great,  mjsterious  fact. 

And  He  vas  elmn  tJint  we  miglit  be  tronafDnaed,-' 

Not  into  Adam'B  street  similitude — 

But  tlie  more  glorious  image  of  Himself, — 

A  resolution  of  our  destiay 

As  high  transcending  Eden's  life  and  lot 

AsHesurpB^i^B  Eden's  fallen  lord 

Yoa're  very  bold,  ray  brotSicr,  very  bold. 
Did  I  not  know  you  for  an  earnest  num, 
Wbeu  sacred  OiemeBmovejon  to  utterance, 
I'd  cliide  you  for  tboso  most  irreverent  worda 
Which  moke  essential  to  tlie  Clmetian  scheme 
That  which  Uie  scheme  was  made  to  kill  or  nire. 


Yet  thej  do  save  some  veij  awkward  worde, 
That  limp  to  make  apology  for  God, 
And,  while  they  justify  Him,  half  confess 
The  adverse  yerdiet  of  appcarancee. 
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I  lun  ashamed  tlut  iu  thia  Cliriatiiw  og'' 

TliG  pious  tUroQg  still  hng  liid  lolliiorj 

Tluit  tliia  ileMT  world  of  oiti%  vras  i>t>t  oi'iLiijicd 

The  tbcAtre  of  eril ;  for  no  luw 

Dijclated  of  God  from  all  etci-uit; 

Otui  live  a  moment  snvo  by  lease  of  |iniu. 

Law  cannot  live,  e'en  iu  God's  inmust  Uioiiglit, 

BoTe  Ijj  tlie  side  of  evjL    What  were  law 

But  a  wciik  jait  williuut  its  pLnally  1 

Never  a  luw  was  bom  that  did  not  tly 

Forth  from  tiic  bonoiu  of  Omnipotence 

Uulched,  wing-oud-wint;.  with  eril  mid  nitJi  good, 

Avcngei'  uud  vownrder — both  of  God, 


I  fiu'B  yoiir  tJioiiglit  and  give  il  aiidie 

Itut  I  cannot  cmbrnce  it  till  it  come 

With  some  of  truth's  credcntiitls  in  its  hands,- 

The  fruits  of  grocioiiB  miniatriea. 
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Does  be 
Who,  driren  to  labor  \ij  the  tlireut'ulng  weeda. 
And  forced  to  give  liia  aixca  light  and  air 
And  traps  for  dew  and  rescrvoire  tor  rain, 
Till,  in  the  smohj  light  of  burvcEt  time, 
The  ragged  buaka  reveal  the  goldeu  corn, 
Aak  truth's  credentiftls  of  tho  wooda  ?     Does  he 
Who  prunes  the  orchard  boughs,  or  tills  the  field, 
Or  felk  the  forests,  or  piirauea  their  prey. 
Until  tho  gnnrlj  muscles  of  his  limbs 
Ajid  the  tree  blood  thnt  thrills  in  nil  his  veiitB 
Jletrny  the  health  thftt  toil  alone  scuitreR, 
Aek  truth's  credentials  at  tho  hand  of  toil  ? 
Do  jou  ask  truth's  credentials  of  the  sinrm, 
Which,  while  we  entertain  communion  here. 
Makes  better  music  for  our  huddling  hearts 
Thau  choirs  ot  stars  can  ^ng  iu  tiui-est  nights  ? 
Yet  weeds  are  evils-  evils  toil  and  storm. 


BlTrEIl-SWEKT. 
We  may  suspect  the  fair,  smooth  face  of  good  ; 
Bnt  «nl,  that  ossoils  ua  iindu^guiBed, 

V  God's  warrant  iu  ila  LnndN. 


I  fear  these  sXtct  Bopliistries  of  jddtb. 

If  my  poor  jodgment  gives  them  boDeat  weight, 

Far  leas  than  thirty  will  betray  yoiir  Lord. 

Ton  raJl  that  evil  which  is  Rood,  aud  good 

That  which  is  eviL    Yun  sjKilogizo 

For  that  which  God  must  hate,  nnd  justify 

The  life  and  perpetuity  of  that 

Which  seta  itself  against  His  hohnoas. 

And  Bends  ita  discords  Uirough  the  u 


I  sorrow  if  I  shock  jou,  for  I  Hcpk 
To  comfort  nnd  inaiiire.     T  si's  ftniimd 
A-  silent  company  of  doulitfiil  soiila  ; 
But  1  may  dioUengo  any  one  of  them 


liirrER-SWKET. 


To  quote  the  metmoat  blesring  of  its  life, 

And  prove  that  etil  did  not  make  the  gift. 

Or  liear  it  from  the  giver  to  his  honiU. 

The  great  sulvation  wrought  by  Jesna  Christ— 

Tliat  sank  an  Adam  to  reveal  n  God — 

Hail  never  oome,  bnt  at  the  call  of  fan. 

No  risen  Lord  could  eat  the  feast  of  lu\  'i 

Here  on  the  earth,  or  jonder  in  tlie  sty, 

Had  He  not  kin  'within  the  sepulchre. 

'Tis  not  the  Ughtlj  laden  heart  of  man 

That  loves  the  beet  the  luuid  that  blesamt  all ; 

But  tliat  which,  groanisg  with  ita  weight  of  «», 

JUects  with  the  merry  that  forgivoth  much. 

God  never  fails  in  an  eipprimcnt, 

Nor  tries  esperimeut  iijiou  a  race 

But  bj  edai'e  its  highest  style  of  life. 

And  sublimate  its  Issues.     Thus  to  me 

Evil  is  not  a  myateiy,  bnt  a  means 

Selected  from  the  infinite  r 

To  nioke  the  moftt  of  i 
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Thniik  God  for  light ! 
These  truths  are  slowly  dawning  on  my  aoiiJ, 
Anil  take  position  in  Ihe  firmament 
That  BpiLna  my  thought,  like  atiirs  tbnt  Iidow  th^r 

Dear  Iiord  t  what  vijrions  crowd  before  my  eyuti — 
Visioiis  drawn  forth  from  memory's  mysteriea 
By  the  «weet  shining  o(  theee  holy  Ughts  I 
t  see  a  girl  once  liglilest  in  the  diuice. 
And  maddest  with  the  gayety  of  life, 
Orow  pale  and  pnlseless,  wasting  day  hy  day. 
While  death  lies  idly  dreaming  in  her  breast, 
Blighting  her  breath,  and  poiaoning  her  blood. 
I  Bee  her  trontio  with  a  fearful  thought 
Tlutt  haunte  and  horrifii's  her  Rhrinking  soul. 
And  biiisbt  in  aighs  and  sobs  and  feveriali  pntyers  ; 
And  UOTT,  at  last,  the  awful  struggle  ends. 
A  aweet  smile  sita  upon  her  angel  face. 
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And  peace  with  downy  bosom,  nestles  cloae 

Wliere  her  wum  Imart  throbs  fiiintly ;  closer  Htill 

As  the  duith  slL^dotrs  g-.tthcr  ;  closer  still, 

As  on  white  wings,  the  ontwoi'd- going  soul 

FUea  to  a  home  it  nerer  would  havp  sought. 

Hud  a  great  evil  failed  to  point  the  way. 

I  see  a  yotith  whom  God  has  crowned  with  power 

And  cursed  with  poverty.    With  bmfest  heart 

lie    Btmggl«3    with  Ids    lot,    through    toilflome 

years,— 
Kept  to  Ilia  Lisk  by  daily  want  ai  bread, 
And  kept  to  virtue  by  his  daily  task, — 
Till,  gaining  miinhood  in  the  manly  striie, — 
The  flre  that,  fills  liirn  smitten  from  a  flint — 
The  strength  that  anna  him  wresiti^d  {romaBeud— 
Tie  )^talI(l^,  at  last,  a  niusttir  o[  himself, 
Aud,  ui  that  grace,  a  master  of  his  kind. 
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Of  iospiration  and  dgnifiraiK^e. 
Now  that  your  eyes  are  oppned  and  jon  sec, 
Yoiu  licart  should  take  Ewif  t  cognizance,  and  feoL 
Bow  do  these  TisiouB  move  you  ? 

Like  the  hnnd 
Of  a  strong  angel  on  nij  aboulder  inid, 
Touching  the  secret  of  the  spiiit's  wiitgs. 
Uy  hnurt  grows  bnive.     I'm  reiidy  now  to  worit — 
To  work  with  God,  and  suffer  with  Hi:^  Christ ; 
Adopt  Hie  muaanrcfl,  and  abide  His  means. 
If,  in  the  law  that  spans  tho  universe 
(The  law  ita  maker  may  cot  disobey), 
Virtue  may  only  grow  from  innocence 
TliroDgh  a  great  stniggle  with  opposing  ill ; 
If  I  must  win  my  way  to  ])eriectuess 
In  tho  sad  path  of  Buffering,  like  Him 
Tlic  overflowing  river  of  wIiohe  life 
Touches  the  dood-murk  of  huniiinity 
On  the  wlute  pillars  of  the  heavenly  Ihrunt', 
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Then  weJcome  pvU  1    Wnloome  iriulaii'ss,  toil 

Sorrow  aati  pajn,  the  feof  and  fact  ol  deaUi  I 


BUTH. 

Ah,  David  !  welcome  em  ? 

DAVID. 

The  fact  of  ria — bo  much  ; — it  must  needs  be 

Offences  coma  ;  if  woo  to  him  by  whom, 

Than  with  good  reason  ;  tut  the  fact  of  aiu 

Unlocked  Uie  door  to  highest  destiny, 

Ttiat  Christ  might  enter  in  oud  lead  the  way. 

God  lores  not  sin,  nor  I ;  but  in  the  throng 

Of  evils  that  assail  ua,  there  are  none 

That  yield  their  strength  to  Virtue's  stniggliu 

With  sach  mnniflccnt  reward  of  powur 

As  gix'at  teniiitations.     Wc  may  win  by  toil 


DlTTEJl-BWPUCT 

Endniaucc  ;  saintly  furtitnde  hy  puin  ; 

By  sickness,  patience ;  faiUi  luid  triL^t  lij  Icar  ; 

But  the  great  stimulus  tbnt  bjiui-b  tu  Itl'e, 

Aud  crowds  to  geiiernua  devL-lopmeat 

Each  diastened  power  and  piwoa  of  tlio  uoul, 

Is  Uie  leuiptutiou  of  Uie  suul  U>  sin, 

BmisUJ,  and  re-con  iiiii'i-eij,  evennore. 


I  urn  (vsQlout ;  oud  now  that  J  Imve  caught 

Bright  glimpses  of  the  outlines  of  yoxti  sclir>me 

As  of  a  landscape,  graded  to  llie  eIi_v, 

Aud  seen  through  trees  while  pnaaiug,  I  doairo 

Nu  viaiou  fuilhev  till  I  moke  stu-vej 

In  some  good  time  nhon  I  may  coiuo  Blone, 

And  drink  itit  beaut.)-  wid  its  blcasoducss. 

I've  been  (orgottnl  in  my  camestness. 

And  wearied  every  oue  with  talk.     These  boys 

Are  restive  grown,  or  nodding  iu  tlieir  chair's, 

ind  older  hi-atlst  are  ppI,  as  if  !•»■  sU'L-p, 
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t  beg  their  poriloo  for  njy  tLuft  of  time, 

And  will  offend  no  moi-c. 

Eulh.  is  itriglit 
To  leave  a  brother  in  bucIi  plight  as  thia— 
Eitbor  to  iinitote  yonr  conrteHy. 
Or  by  yuur  not  to  be  adjudged  a  boor  ? 

Heaven  grant  you  never  note  a  sin  of  mine 
Sftve  of  your  own  conali-uotion  1 

Let  it  pass  I 
I  see  the  apell  of  thooghtfulnesa  ia  gone, 
Or  going  swiftly.     I  will  not  complain : 
lint  ere  tbexe  lads  ore  fastened  to  their  garooi, 
And  thoughts  aiiae  discordant  with  our  theme. 
Let  us  with  gmtitude  arprooch  the  throne 

1 

4 

1 
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And  worship  God.    I  wish  once  mare  to  lead 
Tour  bearls  in  prajer,  and  follow  ivith  my  own 
The  leading  of  jour  song  of  thankfiilneea. . 
TLen  wil]  I  lease  and  leave  yon  for  the  night 
To  such  divertiscment  as  Biiita  the  time, 
And  meets  yoiu  htimor; 

\TKty  all  oriKond  ttc  oM  iiiin  praft 


David,  let  ua  see 
Whether  jonr  memory  prove  as  true  as  mini 
Do  you  recall  the  promiae  made  by  you 
This  night  one  year  ngo.^to  writ<?  n  hymn 
Foi  tliia  occasion  ? 


I  rccnll,  and  keep. 
Here  are  the  copies,  written  fairly  out. 
Here,— fother,  Mary,  Ruth,  and  all  the  rest ; 
There's  one  for  each.     Now  what  shnU  be  the  tana  1 
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Tbe  oldODe  HvmdredUi — noblest  tone  of  tuuca  I 
Old  tuuea  OTB  precioos  to  me  ns  old  paths 
In  which  I  wandered  when  a  happy  boj. 
In  tnith  thej  are  the  olil  patlis  of  iiij  soul. 
Oft  trod,  well  worn,  fumiliar,  up  to  Gud. 

£ljt  tj^iuu. 

\In  which  mu^iUI«^v,i. 

For  Summer's  bloom  and  Aulumu's  blight. 
For  bcndiug  ulient  and  blikited  mitize, 

For  health  »nd  aickiiess.  Lord  of  light, 
Anil  Lord  of  darkness,  hear  our  praise  ! 

We  trace  to  Thee  our  joya  and  woes,— 
To  Thee  of  causes  still  tbe  cause,— 

We  thauk  Thee  that  Tliy  band  bestows  ; 
We  bless  Thee  that  Thy  love  witlidrawB, 
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We  biing  no  sorrows  to  Tliy  throoe  ; 

We  come  to  Thee  with  no  complaini 
In  Providence  Thj  will  is  done, 

And  tliat  la  sacred  lo  the  saint. 

Here  on  this  blest  TbonksgiTiog  Night, 
We  raise  to  Thee  onr  gratefnl  voice  ; 

Far  what  Thou  doeel.  Lord,  ia  right ; 
And  thus  beheving,  we  rejoice. 

A  good  old  tone,  indeed,  and  strongly  eung ; 
But,  in  my  mind,  the  man  who  wroto  the  hjnm 
Had  seemed  more  modest,  had  he  paused  awhile, 
Ere  by  a  tncii.  he  furnished  other  tongues 
With  words  he  only  Uaa  the  heart  to  aing. 


Oh,  Grace  I    Dear  Giiice  1 


You  may  weU  cry  for  grace, 
Xf  Lbat'e  the  company  yon  haive  to  keep. 
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I  thought  you  convert  to  hia  sophistry. 
It  makex  iio  difference  to  hiia,  you  knuw, 
Whether  I  j)liigu6  or  please. 


There,    children  I     No    more    bitter   worda    like 

those  j 
I  do  not  understand  them ;  they  awoke 
A  sad  unctudness  within  my  heart 
I  found  but  Cliristilm  meojiing  in  tlie  hymn  ; 
Aye,  I  could  say  amen  to  every  line, 
As  to  the  breathings  ot  my  own  poor  prayer. 
But  let  na  talk  no  more.     I'll  to  my  bed. 
Good  night,   uiy  children  1     Happy   thoiighla   be 

Till  jJeep  annve — then  happy  dreama  till  dawn  I 


uijTEnswJiBi: 


Ffttlier,  good  niylit 


Tben-s  little  bojB  and  prls- 
Off  to  the  kitc-iien  I     Now  tJiere's  tan  fur  yon. 
Plf^y  blmd-nuui'B-baff  until  you  break  jcmr  heuds  ; 
Aad  ILen  ait  down  beaide  the  roaring  fli-e, 
Ajid  witli  wild  stories  score  youraelTea  to  death. 
Well  all  be  out  Uiera  bj-and-by.     Meauwliilu 
I'll  try  Uio  celliir  ;  and  if  David,  here. 
Will  promise  good  behavior,  lie  sbnll  be 
My  candle -bcfirer,  bnaket-bearer.  Bud — 
But  no  1    The  piU-hec  I  will  beM  myself. 
rU  never  tnut  a  pitclt<.-r  to  a  raan 
Undsr  this  house,  and— seventy  yenrs  of  age. 
in<  eMUm  rut  «■<  ^Ui  nmi  I 


That  noisy  little  youngster  on  the  flour  _ 

Slept  through  the  theology,  but  wakea  with  mirth 
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Precocious  littlo  creature  I     He  muat  go 

Up  to  hja  cliamlter.     Come,  Grace,  take  Jiim  off,— 

Bosket  and  olL     Mar;  will  lend  ft  baud. 

And  keep  jou  compiuif  tuiti!  be  sleeps. 


JOHK. 

\tiainff  and  ytvn^nff^ 

Jsa't  ahe  the  Btrangest  girl  ;ou  ever  savr  1 

FBUDENCEL 

Queer,  rather,  lahouldsay.    Onice,  now,  isstninge. 

I  tMsk  she  treats  her  husband  ahnmefully. 

I  can't  imagine  what  posaesaea  her, 

Tbna  to  toss  tnunta  at  him  with  everj  worit. 

If  in  bis  doctiines  there  be  truth  enough, 

He'll  be  a  saint 

CATIENCE. 

If  he  live  long  euough. 


I 
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i 


Wen,  now,  I  teU  yon  8ai;!i  wilil  mto  m  he,— 
Men  who  have  crazy  croU^Iiets  in  their  beads,— 
Can't  make  &  woman  happy.    Don't  you  see  ? 
He  isn't  settled.     He  has  wandered  nS 
Prom  the  old  landmorka  and  hae  lost  hiium.'If. 
I  way  jndge  wrongly  j  but  if  tnith  » 
There'd  be  excuse  for  Grace,  I  wnmuit  ye. 
Omce  is  a  right  good  giri,  or  waa  before 
She  married  David. 


Everybody  says 
He  m^es  provision  for  his  family. 
Like  B  good  husband. 


We  can  hardly  telL 
Wlien  men  get  loose  in  their  theology 
Tlia  screws  ore  started  np  in  ereiythiug; 
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0£  courBe,  I  don't  apologize  lor  Graoe. 
I  tliink  she  miglit  have  done  more  prudently 
Than  introduce  liec  Iruubltis  here  (o-nigl)t, 
But,  after  all,  we  do  not  know  the  cause 
Tbnt  Btirs  her  fretf ulness. 

Well,  let  it  go  I 
What  does  the  evening's  talk  amottnt  to  ?    Who 
la  wiser  for  the  wisdom  of  the  hoar  ? 
The  good  old  paths  are  good  enough  for  me. 
The  fathers  walked  to  heaven  in  them,  and  we, 
Bj  following  meekly  where  they  trod,  may  reach 
The  home  they  found.     There  will  be  mysteries  ; 
Let  those  who  like,  botlier  their  heads  with  them. 
If  Buth  and  David  seek  to  fathom  all, 
I  ^nllh  them  patience  in  their  bootltrsa  queat. 
For  one,  I'm  glad  the  misty  tiJk  is  duuo, 
Jind  we,  alone. 


I'-IRS  T  EPIS  ODE. 


LOOALIIT— nt  color  Stain  imd  OtUar. 


THE  qUESTIOS  ILLUSTRATED  BY  NATUllE 


Look  wliere  you  etep,  or  yoii'il  Btumbla  ! 

Care  for  yonr  coat,  or  you'll  crock  it ; 
Don-n  witli  yonr  crown,  man  I    Be  bumble  ' 
Pat  yoiir  head  into  your  pocket, 
Else  Bometbiag  or  otlier  wiU  knock  it. 
I>OD't  hit  that  jar  of  cucmaberB 
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Stuuding  on  the  bnia.d  stair  I 
Thej  have  not  wak^d  from  tLeir  sluialiflre 
Siiioo  thej  stood  there. 


Tet  tlioy  hnve  hvad  in  a  constaint  joj  I 
What  remai'kalile  aleepora  they  ftro  I 


Tom  ia  the  loft— «huQ  the  waU— 
One  8t«p  more-  that  ia  nil  ! 
Now  we  are  on  the  ground 
I  will  show  yon  around. 

Sixteen  baiTElB  of  cider 
Ripening  all  in  n  row  ! 
Open  the  vent-channels  wider  I 
See  the  froth  drifted  like  anow. 
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Blown  bj  tl'e  tempest  below  ! 

Those  delectabli;  jiiicea 

Flowed  thjOugL  the  Binuoiis  Bluicos 

Of  awcet  spriugs  imiler  the  orcharil  ; 

Climbad  into  foimtaias  tliat  ohained  tlieui  ; 

Dripped  iato  cups  Uiut  retained  tbeio, 

AudsweUod  till  they  dropi>ed,  and  we  gained  tliom. 

Then  thej  were  gathered  and  tortuiiJd 

Bj  passage  &om  hopper  lo  vut, 

And  tell — every  apple  cruslied  fliit. 

Ab  !  how  the  bees  gftthcrt'd  round  tliL-m  I 

And  how  delicious  they  found  them  ! 

Oat-Htmw,  Ml  fragrant  as  clover, 

Was  platted,  and  amoothly  turned  over, 

Weaving  a  neatly-ribbed  baaket ; 

AJid  as  they  built  up  the  casket, 

lu  went  the  pulp  by  the  scoop-full. 

Till  the  jmce  flowed  by  the  atonp-fiUI, — 

Filling  the  half  of  a  puuiiheou 

Wliili'  the  men  swallowed  their  hinclieou. 
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Pure  grew  the  Htream  with  the  streaa 

Of  the  lever  and  screw, 
Till  the  last  drops  from  the  press 

Were  aa  bright  bb  tlie  dew. 
There  irere  these  jnicea  spilled  : 
There  were  these  barrels  filled ; 
Sixteen  barrels  of  cider— 
Bipening  all  in  a  row  I 
Open  the  veat-chaonels  wider  I 
See  the  froth,  drifted  like  snow. 
Blown  by  the  t«mpeat  below  I 


Hearts,  hke  ftpplcs,  are  hard  and  sonr, 
TiH  crashed  by  Pwn's  resistless  power  ; 
Aiid  yield  their  juices  rich  and  blond 
To  none  but  Sorrow's  heaTj  hand. 
The  purest  streams  of  human  love 
Flow  nnturally  never, 


BlTTBIl-BWEKT. 

Bill  gush  by  preusnre  from  Bbovo, 

With  God's  hand  ou  tlie  leTsr. 

Tlio  firrt  are  turbidest  and  nieoneBt ; 

Tbe  lost  are  Bwp«test  aud  sctcuout. 


81'rnion  qttito  sliort  tor  the  text ! 

What  shall  we  hit  upon  cext  ? 

Uift  up  tlie  lid  of  tliat  cask ; 
See  if  the  brine  be  nbundant ; 

Kasj  for  me  ^ere  the  tjiak 
To  moke  it  redundant 

Witli  tears  for  my  beautiful  Zephyr- 
Pet  of  the  pasture  and  stuU — 

Whitest  and  oomeliest  heifer, 
GenUest  of  aU  t 

Oh  it  aeemud  tnii-1  to  sky  her  ! 
Bnt  they  insulted  my  pmyer 
For  her  caroleHs  and  innocent  life. 
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And  the  croaturen'as  bi'ought  to  the  kiiite 
With  gratitude  in  her  eye  ; 
For  thej  putted  ber  bock  oud  i:huf<;d  her  head, 
And  coaxed  her  with  softest  wurds  bs  tliej  led 

Hei'  up  to  UiB  ring  to  die. 
Do  joa  blame  me  for  crying 
When  niy  Zephyr  ivoa  dying  ? 
I  ahut  my  room  and  my  ears. 
And  opened  my  heart  and  my  letu^ 
And  wept  lor  the  half  of  n  day  ; 

And  I  coiUd  not  go 

To  the  rooms  below 
Till  the  butcher  went  away. 


Lite  evermore  is  fi-d  by  death, 

In  eartli  nud  sea  and  sky  ; 
And,  that  a  rune  may  breuthe  its  breath. 
Something  iuu»t  die. 
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Eartli  is  a  eepulchre  of  flowerFi, 

Whose  vitalizing  mould 
Througli  bonnilleHB  tmnaiautation  towore, 
In  gi'een  and  gold. 


) 


The  oak  tre«i,  atniggliug  with  tlie  bkat, 

Devoiire  its  fdtber  tree, 
And  sheds  its  leitves  and  drops  its  luasi, 
That  more  may  bo. 

The  fftlwiii  pruya  upon  the  finch, 

The  finch  upon  the  flj, 
And  nonght  will  loose  the  hiinge^i'-pinob 
But  death's  wild  cry. 


The  milk-lmired  hei/er's  lite  must  pnsa 

That  it  may  fill  yoiir  own, 
Aa  passed  the  sweet  lifo  of  the  ((iix-ts 
She  fed  upon. 
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Tlio  poiver  enslaved  by  yonder  cask 

BlitUl  many  btirdens  bear ; 
Slia]l  nerve  tlie  toiler  at  liis  tnsk, 

The  aoij  nt  prayer. 

Prom  lowly  woe  sjiriags  lordly  Joy  ; 

From  liamhier  gixid  diviner ; 
The  greater  life  must  nje  dealroy 

And  drink  the  minor. 

Prom  band  to  Land  life's  cup  is  piwaed 

Up  Being's  pikd  grudntion. 
Till  meii  to  angelH  yield  at  lost 

The  ricb  collation. 


Wen,  we  are  done  witb  the  brate ; 
No\f  let  lis  look  at  tlie  fruit. — 
Every  bmrel.  Fm  told. 
Prom  grafts  bnlf  a  dozen  years  old. 


BITTER-SWEET. 
Tbftt  is  a  barrel  of  rosBeta  ; 
But  ive  mn  bordly  discuss  its 

SjiLerea  of  frost  aii  J  flint. 
Till,  smitten  by  tlionftlita  of  Spring, 
And  tlio  old  tcee  blo9!(ouiiiig, 
Tlieir  bronze  takes  a  Ji^U^)wer  tint. 
And  the  pulp  grows  melloiver  iu't  ■ 
But  oh  !  when  they're  sii-k  with  aiwcre 

•fil  sweets  that  they  droam  of, 
Sure,  nil  ttie  toothsomest  flavors 

Tliey  hold  the  creum  of ! 
Yon  will  lie  begging  in  Miiy, 
In  jow;  irreeistible  wuy. 
For  n  pwk  of  the  itpplea  in  gray. 

Those  are  tho  poannnins,  1  tliink,— 
Bland  and  insipid  ns  eggs  ; 
Tliej  were  too  lazy  in  ilriuk 

The  Ught  to  its  dregs. 
And  loft  them  npun  the  rind — 
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A  delicate  fllm  of  blue — 
Ijeare  Uiem  lUoae  ; — I  r.Ka  And 
Better  apples  for  ygii. 

Tlioae  lire  the  Rhode  labuifl  greeaiiigs  ; 

Excellent  apples  for  pics ; 
There  ore  no  mjstical  meimingB 

111  fmit  of  tuat  color  and  size. 
Thej  ore  too  coarsen  and  too  jiiicelul ; 
They  are  U>o  krye  and  too  nsefuL 

There  are  tbe  Baldwins  and  Flyers, 
Wrapped  in  tlieir  beautiful  Area  \ 
Color  forks  up  from  their  stems 

As  it  painted  by  Floni, 
Or  as  out  from  the  pole  stream  the  flames 

Of  the  Nortliem  Aiu'om, 

Here  sbnil  oiu  quest  have  a  close  ; 
Fill  np  your  bftsVut  with  tlioao ; 


BITTSRSWEb'r. 
Bite  tLroiigli  their  Tcature  nf  fUme, 

And  tliou  you  will  gather 
All  Umt  is  meant  bjr  Uic  name, 

"  Seck-iio-fai-tUex  i" 


The  native  orcliard'a  fuirft't  Iroea, 

Wild  apriiiging  on  Uid  liill, 
IJ«iu'  no  such  precious  fruits  ru  these. 
And  never  will  ; 

Till  uo  and  saw  and  pruning  knUe 

Cnl  from  tUem  every  boiig-U, 
Axid  tliPJ  receive  a  gentler  lite 

Tlinn  crowns  tliom  ni 


And  Nature's  cliiidreu,  ( 

Though  grown  to  litotely  stutiu'e, 
UoBt  bear  tko  fruit  their  fathers  boiti — 
The  tmit  of  unture  ; 
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Till  every  thrifty  v 

Tbe  alioulder  for  a  cion, 
Out  from  the  bending  trees  that  »1ini]e 
.      The  hills  of  Zioii. 


Sorrow  must  crop  each  iiosaion-ahoot, 

Anil  piuD  ench  lust  iuferual, 
Or  humiui  lito  can  bunr  no  fniit 
I'o  life  etemiii. 

For  angels  wLiit  on  Providynoe  : 

Awl  mai'li  tho  sundered  places, 
To  graft  with  gentlost  instruments 

The  hoftvenly  grace*. 


Well,  you're  a.  piuious  creature  I 
You  should  bare  been  a  preaohet. 
But  look  at  lliat  bin  of  potatoes — 


8ITTHSSWEET. 
Groim  in  all  uoguloi'  sliapos — 
Red  and  id  dnstcra  like  grapes, 

Or  more  like  lomatoni. 
Those  we  Merincii's,  I  giitsaa ; 

Very  prulilio  uud  clieap  ; 
They  make  on  excelltnt  men 

For  a  cow,  or  a  sliepp, 
And  are  good  [or  Ihe  table,  tUej  my. 
When  tlie  winter  lias  passed  away. 


Tlioae  iiiv  nij  beanlitul  t-'artere ; 
Eveiy  ODP  doomed  to  be  mnrtyra 

To  ILe  eoeentrio  dtiiire 
Of  Cluistian  peoiilc  to  sidti  tJicm,— 

Bi^inglit  Ui  tlie  trinJ  "t  fire 
For  tl)(>  good  tliot  U  in  them  t 
Ivory  tuhera — dividfi  one ! 

Ivory  all  the  way  tliroilgh  ! 
Never  a  hollow  innidp  one  ; 

Nev'>v  a  I'ore,  lilnck  or  blue  ! 
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Ah,  you  Hhould  taato  them  when  roosted  1 

(Ghestniite  are  not  half  bo  good ;) 
And  jou  iTOTiliI  fiod  that  Tve  boasted 

Less  than  I  Ghoul  d. 
They  make  the  meaJ  for  Sunday  noon  ; 

Aiid,  if  you  orer  eat  one,  let  mc  beg 

You  to  monngo  it  just  ns  jou  do  on  egg. 
Tuke  a.  pat  of  butter,  a  silver  spoon, 
And  TCTap  your  napkin  roimd  the  shell ; 
Have  you  seen  a  Imiaming-bird  probo  Ihe  bell 
Of  a  white-lipped  luomiug-glory  ? 
Well,  that's  the  rest  of  the  story  I 
But  it's  very  singular,  surely, 
Thpy  should  prodnce  so  poorly. 
Father  knows  that  I  want  tliem, 
So  he  eootinncs  to  plant  thera  ; 
But,  i(  I  tiy  to  argue  the  question, 

He  scoSa,  as  a  thrifty  Farmer  will : 
And  puts  me  down  with  the  stale  suggestion — 

"Small  potatoM,  and  fuv  in  a  hilL" 


BJTTEB-BWERT. 


I 


DATID, 

Tbos  in  it  over  oil  the  earth  ! 

Tliat  whioll  we  call  tile  fairest, 
And  prize  for  its  Horpiwaiug  wtrth, 
Is  always  rarest. 

Irun  ia  heaped  in  moiintaio  piles. 
And  gliito  the  laggard  forges  ; 

Bnt  gold-flakeo  gleam  in  dim  detilcB, 
And  lonely  gorges. 

The  snowy  raarbln  flecka  the  knd 

With  heaped  and  rounded  ledgos. 

But  (lininouili  liide  within  Ihc  sand 

Their  starrj'  edges. 

The  finny  armies  dog  the  twine 

That  sweeps  the  liizy  rivet, 
But  poarla  oome  singly  from  the  briae, 
With  the  pale  direr. 
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God  gives  no  value  nnto  a 

Unmab^ed  bj  meed  of  labor  ; 
And  Cost  of  Woi'Ui  Loa  evei  been 

TliB  cloaeat  neiglibor. 

Wide  18  the  gate  and  bro»l  the  way 

That  open  to  perdition, 
And  coontJees  multitudes  arc  they 

Who  seek  admisgion. 


I 


Bnt  strait  the  gate,  the  path  ankind. 

That  lead  to  life  immttrtal, 
And  few  the  Kiri^fid  feet  tlmt  flud 

The  hidden  portal. 

All  common  good  hna  common  price  ; 

Exceeding  good,  exceeding ; 
ChriBt  bought  the  keys  of  Parndiae 
By  cniel  bleeding  ; 

And  evBTj  soul  tbnt  \rius  a  place 
Upon  ib)  hills  of  pisnsitre. 


pBt^B 
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UiiEt  ^ve  ite  all,  nml  beg  [oi  gnioo 
Tn  fill  the 


Wore  every  hill  a.  precioa*)  mine. 

And  golden  aU  tlie  inonntnius ; 

Were  nil  the  rivers  fi'il  witli  wino 

By  tirclcag  fountains  ; 

Itife  woiilii  be  mviflhcd  of  its  zest, 

And  tJiutn  of  its  ambition, 
Anil  sink  into  the  dreiunlcBS  reat 
Of  innnition. 

Up  UiP  brond  stiiirs  that  Vnliie  ream 

Btond  laotivca  be^k'ning  cofttawiird. 
To  summon  men  to  nobler  splieres, 

And  lend  them  wortlifford. 


I'm  afraid  la  show  you  anything  more  ; 
For  panoiips  anil  art  are  ao  very  long. 


SECOND   MOVEMENT. 

NARRATfPE. 


II 


SECOND     M  OV  E  M  E  N  T . 


PRESEST-Guicr,  M 


THE  QUESTION  IIIUSTHATED  BY  EXFE- 
IUEXC£. 


HitUer,  Sleep  I    A  mothi^r  wouts  tliee  t 

Come  witb  vUvct  nrms  I 
Fold  the  babj  tLut  sIiq  giuDls  theo 

To  thy  own  soft  eharmfl  I 


Bear  him  into  Dreamland  lightly  I 
Oiya  him  sight  of  flowtiiM  ! 
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Do  not  bring  )iim  l>ai;l(  till  brigUtly 
Break  the  morning  ho iira  ! 

Olofle  his  eyes  with  geatle  fingere  I 
Cross  hia  liimda  of  anow  ! 

Tell  the  angels  whenj  lie  lingers 
They  most  wliisper  lotr  I 

I  will  guard  Ui;  spell  oubroken 

If  thou  hear  my  call ; 
Ooiuo  then,  Sleep  !  I  wait  the  token 

Of  tliy  ilowny  tlirall. 

Now  I  sea  his  sweet  hps  moving ; 

He  is  in  thy  kei^p  ; 
Other  tnilk  the  bube  is  proving 

At  the  brcnat  of  slei-p  ! 


Sleep,  bube,  the  honeyed  steep  of 
Sleep  like  a  bud  ;  for  boou  the  ran  of  )iri 
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With  ardors  qoick  aud  ptk'^oiiftte  ahull  liae, 
And,  with  hot  klBsus,  part  the  fmgnuit  lips — 
The  folded  petals  of  tby  bouI  I     AJiw  1 
Whnt  feverish  winds  shall  teoso  oad  tous  Iliee,  then  I 
What  pride  and  piiin,  nmbition  oad  despnir, 
Desire,  eatietj.  and  all  that  til] 
With  misery  life's  fretfnl  (intfirpriHo, 
BhoU  wT^iich  and  bluocb  thee,  till  thou  fidi  at  lost, 
Joy  after  joy  down  fluttering  to  the  earth. 
To  be  apportioned  to  ttie  elomenls  ! 
I  marrel,  baby,  whether  it  wotc  iU 
'JCIiat  he  who  planted  thee  should  pluck  thee  now, 
And  save  thee  frora  the  blight  that  cornea  on  all. 
I  marvel  whether  it  would  not  be  well 
Tlmt  the  frail  bud  should  biu-st  in  Paradise, 
On  the  fiill  throbiug  of  an  augol'a  heart  I 


Oh,  apciik  not  thua  t     The  thought  is  terrible. 
He  is  my  all ;  and  yet,  it  sickens  me 


r 
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■ 

To  think  that  he  will  grow  to  be  a  uuui. 

■ 

II  he  ware  not  a  boy  ! 

1 

Wore  uot  a  boy  ? 

That    n-akeus  other    thoughlt;.     Thank    liod  fot 

that  I 

To  be  8  miui,  if  auglit,  is  privilege 

Preciona  and  peerless.     While  I  bide  conloot 

The  modwrt  lot  ot  woman,  all  my  soiil                    ^^^ 

[ 

I 

,           It  is  k  great  and  goil-like  thiug  to  do  !                   ^^^H 

I 

'Tis  a  great  thing.  I  think,  to  be  a  man.                ^^^H 

I 

Man  fells  the  foresta,  ploughs  and  tills  the  fiehU^^^ 

1 

And  heaps  the  gmnariea  that  feed  the  worid. 

At  his  behest  swift  Commerce  spreads  her  wings, 

And  tii:«s  the  sinen?  sea-birds  as  she  flies. 

Fauoing  the  solitudes  (roni  oliniu  Xn  <;hiue. 

Smoke-crested  cities  rise  beneatli  his  hand. 

And  roar  through  ages  with  the  diu  of  tnwlA. 

^ 

SImm  is  Uia  fleet-wingrHl  hiiuld  of  his  will. 

■ 

1 
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Juiaing  Uie  aogol  of  the  Apucnljipse 
Mid  sound  anil  smoke  and  wond'i'ous  circumfltonce. 
And  wJtU  one  foot  upon  the  conqiiereil  aea, 
And  one  upon  the  subject  luud,  proclikima 
That  apace  ahull  be  do  more.      T!ie    hghtniiigs 

Their  flpxy  tonus  to  wait  upon  his  thought, 

And  give  it  tving,  as  uuBeen  apirita  pauue 

To  beat  to  Qod  the  bniden  of  liia  pmjer. 

God  crowns  him  with  the  gift  of  eloquence, 

And  puts  a  harp  into  hb  tuneful  hands, 

And  makes  him  both  His  prophet  and  His  Finest, 

'TwaS  In  his  form  the  great  Dnmanuel 

Bevcflled  Himself;  the  Apostolic  Twelve, 

Like  those  who  since  huve  ministered  the  Wont, 

Were  men,     'Tis  a  great  thing  to  be  a  miin. 

And  fortuuutc  to  have  an  advoeatu 
Acrosi  whose  memory  convenient  cloiidH 
Come  floating  at  conTenient  intarvals. 
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The  luu'vest  lields  that  man  bna  faauored  inoet 

Are  those  wliers  kiimim  life  ia  reaped  like  gnuii. 

Itiere  UQver  ro»o  a  mart,  not  aliune  a  suil. 

Nor  sprang  a  gront  mvention  into  birth, 

By  other  motive  than  mnn's  love  of  gold. 

[t  is  for  wrong  that  he  is  eloquent ; 

For  lust  that  he  indites  bis  sweetest  songs. 

Christ  was  betrayed  by  treason,  of  u  man, 

And  scourgi^d  und  hung  upon  a  tree  bj  men ; 

Ajid  the  sail  women  who  were  at  bis  cross, 

Aud  soiiylit  Him  eoi'ly  at  the  sepulchre, 

And  since  tliat  day,  in  gentle  midtituJos 

Have  loved  oud  followed  bim,  have  been   iiuiii 

alovcs.— 
The  victiias  of  his  power  and  his  desire. 


And  you,  a  wedded  wife — well  wedded,  too — 
Can  say  all  this,  and  say  it  bitterly  I 
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Peiiia[is  becaiiMD  u  wife  ;  perliaps  becjiuse — 


HoeU,  Grace !    No  more  I    I  beg  yon  say  no  more. 

Nny  !    I  will  li-ave  you  at  another  word  ; 

For  I  coiiW  listen  to  a  blaap'inmy, 

FiilUDg  (rum  bestiuJ  Ups,  tritli  lighter  chill 

Tlmn  to  the  mod  complninings  o(  a  soul 

WhJcU  Qml  hoiB  favored  ns  ho  favors  few. 

I  dare  not  listen  when  a  woman's  voice, 

Which  bleffiingK  strive  to  smother,  tliiiga  lliem  oSf 

In  mad  uontempt,     I  dare  not  henr  the  wiird.'t 

Whusti  utteroneo  all  the  gentle  lovea  dissuade 

By  kiHses  whidi  we  roasona,  while  a  throng 

Of  friendships,  eomforte,  and  sweet  charitieB — 

Tile  ulmoners  of  the  All-liountiful— 

With  folded  wings  stinil  sndly  looking  on. 

Believe  me,  Grace,  the  pioneer  of  judgment  - 


M 
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Ordained,  commisBioned — i»  iuyratitiide ; 

For  where  it  movea,  good  withers ;  bleasingB  die  ; 

Tin  a  clean  path  is  left  for  Provideace, 
Who  never  bows  a  good  the  second  time 
Till  the  torn  bosom  of  the  graceless  soil 
Is  ready  for  the  sued. 


I 


OIUOB. 

Oh,  oould  yoa  kaoT 

The  anguish  of  my  heart,  you  would  not  chide  < 

If  I  repine,  it  is  because  my  lot 

Is  not  the  blessed  thing  it  seama  to  you. 

OUaiyl    Oould  70U  know  1    Couldyoubut  know  I 


Then  why  not  toll  me  all  ?    You  know  me^  love, 
And  know  that  socreta  make  their  gnivos  with  me ; 
80,  tcil  me  all ;  for  I  do  promise  you 
Such  sympathy  as  God  through  suffering 
Has  given  me  power  to  grant  to  such  as  yon. 


BITTKR-SWEKT. 
\  Ixjuglit  it  dearly,  aui  ils  largvaa  wi 

T!ii^  iipeiiiiig  of  your  liimrt. 


I  oju  mhnmed,— 
In  bnth  I  am  aslmnied — to  tell  you  all. 
Tuu  wQl  not  laugh  at  me? 

I  laugh  at  yon? 
OBiCK. 

Forgive  me,  Mary,  for  my  heart  ia  ncak; 

Distrustful  of  iteelf  and  lUI  the  world. 

Ah,  weUI    To  what  Btrango  issnes  U'fids  our  hfol 

II  Ei^ems  but  yeaterday  that  yon  were  brought 

To  this  old  house  on  orphimed  httle  girl, 

Whose  lo^e  shy  eyes,  pole  cheeks,  and  Bbrinking 

waja 
Filled  all  our  heartjj  vith  wondi-r,  as  we  stood 
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Ami  stared  at  you  until  yoiU"  heart  o'orSUad 

With  tlic  opptcasivo  strangfneas,  and  yao  wept 

Yes,  I  remember  how  I  pitiod  yon — 

I  who  hivlii  never  wept,  nor  oven  sighed. 

Save  on  the  bosom  of  my  gentle  mother ; 

For  mj  quick  heart  canght  all  your  histofy 

When  with  a  hurried  step  yoa  sought  the  nun, 

inJ  pressed  your  eyea  agninat  the  wiiidow-paue 

That  God'a  swoet  light  might  diy  them.     Well  1 

Though  all  lUJtaiigUt,  that  you  were  motherless. 
And  I  remember  bow  I  loUowed  you, — 
Embraced    and   Idssed   jou — kisEsed    your    tean 

Tool's  that  came  taster,  till  they  batheil  the  lips 
TUirt  ivoulil  hare  sealed  their  flooded  fountain 

heads; 
And  then  we  woimd  our  arms  ai'ouud  each  other, 
And  passed  out — out  under  tho  pleasant  sky. 
And  stood  among  the  lilies  at  the  door. 
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1  gare  no  fonnEit  comfort ;  you,  do  tkitnlcs  ; 

For  tears  had  been  your  lanEnnee,  kiiaos  mine, 

Ajid  we  were  frieiula.     We  talked  about  our  doUa, 

And  all  the  prottf  pkythings  we  possessed. 

Then  we  revealed,  witli  childiBh  vanity, 

Our  little  stores  of  knowledge.     I  waa  fiUl 

Of  a  sweet  marvel  wlicu  you  pointcil  oitl 

Tbe  yellow  thighs  of  bees  that,  half  asleep, 

Phindeied  tbe  soorets  u(  the  Lily-bells. 

And  culled  the  golden  pigment  honey-comb. 

And  your  block  eyes  were  opened  very  wide 

Wlien  I  related  how,  one  au:«iy  day. 

1  fonnd  B  well,  half-covered,  down  the  lane, 

That  was  so  deep  and  clear  that  I  could  see 

Straight  through  the  world,  into  another  sky ! 

Do  yoa  remember  bow  the  Guinea  heua 

Set  up  a  sicrenm  upon  tbe  ganicn  wall, 

That  fdghtenedme  to  rmmiiig,  wheQ  you  screamed 

With  laughter  quite  as  loud  ? 
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OBACS. 

Ay,  rery  well ; 
But  better  still  the  scene  that  followed  oil 
Oh,  that  lias  lingered  in  my  memory 
Like  the  divinest  dratitn  of  Bapha:el — 
The  Dresden  virgin  prisoned  in  a  print — 
Thnt  wftttilied  'with  me  in  eickneiis  through  long 

■weeks, 
And  from  its  frame  \i\Km  the  cliombei:  wall 
lireathed  constant  benedictions,  till  I  leanied 
To  love  the  presence  like  a  Romiut  saint. 

My  mother  called  us  in  ;  snd  at  her  knee. 

Embracing  still,  we  atood,  and  fdt  her  smila 

Shine  on  our  upturned  faces  like  the  light 

Of  the  soft  sommer  moon.     And  then  she  stooped,' 

And  when  she  kissed  us,  I  oould  see  the  tears 

Brimming  her  eyes.     O  sweet  experiment  I 

To  try  it  love  of  Jesus  and  of  me 

Conld  make  our  kisses  equal  to  her  hpa  I 

Then  stmight  my  prescient  heoi-t  set  up  a  song. 


^1 


BITTER  SWEET. 
Aitd  fluttered  in  my  bosom  like  n  bird. 
I  koev  a  biesBing  wns  about  to  loll, 
As  robioa  know  tiie  coming  of  the  rain, 
Aad  broil  the  joyooE  seciet,  ere  iU  steps 
Arc  heard  upoa  the  mountaio  tops.    I  knew 
Tod  were  to  be  my  sister ;  oud  my  heart 
Was  almost  bursting  with  its  love  and  prida 
L  could  not  wait  to  boar  the  kindly  worda 
Our  mother  spoke— her  counsels  and  c 
For  you  were  mine — my  aiatcr  !    So  I  tore 
Vour  clinging  hand  from  bers  with  rude  constmiat. 
And  took  you  to  my  chuuber,  where  I  played 
With  you,  in  selfish  sense  of  property, 
The  whole  bright  afternoon. 

And  here  agnin, 
Within  this  samo  old  chamber  we  are  met. 
Wc  told  oiir  secrets  to  eacb  other  then  ; 
Tluis  let  us  tell  them  now  ;  itud  yon  sboll  be 
To  my  griof-burdeacd  soul  what  you  have  stud, 
80  nwny  times  that  I  have  been  to  yoium. 
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AJus  I    I  never  muftiit  t«  tell  my  talo 
To  otlier  ear  tiiun  God's  ;  bnt  yon  have  uloints 
U])')U  my  canfidcuce, — clniias  jiist  reheaised. 
Aud  otlier  eliiima  wliicli  you  have  uoviu'  known. 

And  Dther  daima  wLicL  I  have  never  known  1 
You  apeak  m  riddles,  love.     I  on2y  know 
You  grew  to  womanhood,  were  beatiUfiil, 
Wore  loved  and  wooed,  were  married  luid  we 

blest  ;— 
That  after  paaaage  of  mysterious  ypars 
We  heurd  sod  stories  of  your  misery. 
And  romots  ot  desertion  ;  but  your  pen 
Bevedted  no  eeorets  of  yoor  altered  ltfi<, 
Enough  far  me  that  you  ore  here  to-night, 
And  liavB  on  ear  for  sorrow,  oud  a  heort 
WUiiJi  disappointmcat  has  iuhabited. 
My  biatoiy  you  know.     A  twelvemouth  sinne 
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int 


This  fearful,  feetive  niglit,  aud  in  Utis  houati, 
I  gBve  mj  hand  to  one  wliom  I  believed 
To  be  the  nobkat  man  God  over  made  ; — 
A  man  who  8i!«jned  to  my  iufatiiute  heart 
Hettveu'3  chosen   geiiiiis,  through   whoae  tlUH!^ll 

The  clioit^est  hannonies  ot  Lfo  ehoiilJ  flow, 
Uruwiug  luticulute  upon  his  lips 
In  numbers  to  eouhaut  a  willing  world. 
I  cannot  tell  j- on  of  the  pride  that  lUled 
Uj  buBom,  UB  I  marked  hu  iniuily  form, 
And  i-eod  hia  soul  tUrougli  his  cfiulgtinl  eyes. 
And  heard  the  wonJi'oiis  music  of  hia  voice, 
That  swept  the  chorda  of  filling  in  all  hearts 
With  such  divine  persuaaion  as  might  grow 
Under  Uie  tranait  of  on  angel's  hand- 
And,  then,  to  think  that  I,  a  farmer's  oliild, 
Should  be  the  woman  cnlled  from  all  the  world 
To  be  tliat  m-in's  companion, — to  abide 
The  neaiegt  soul  lo  Buch  a  soiU— to  sit 
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Close  bj  Uie  louDtoin  of  hia  peerlees  life-^ 
The  welling  centre  of  his  loving  thoughts— 
And  drink  myself,  the  aweeteat  and  the  best, — 
To  lay  my  head  upon  his  breast,  and  fed 
That  of  all  precious  burdene  it  hod  borne 
That  was  most  predona — Oh  I  my  heart  was  wild 
With  the  delirium  of  happiness — 
But,  Mary,  you  are  weeping  I 


Mark  it  noL 
foor  words  wake  memories  which  you  may  guess. 
And  thooghta  which  you  mnj  sometiino  know — 

ORAOB. 

Well,  we  wei-e  married,  as  I  said  ;  and  I 
Was  not  unthankful  utterly,  I  think ; 
Though,  it  the  awful  question  had  oome  then. 
And  stood  before  mo  with  a  brow  severe 
And  sleody  finger,  bidding  me  decide 
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Wliich  ot  the  Iwo  I  loveil  tlic  moro,  the  Ood 
Wlio  gave  my  liusband  to  me,  or  His  gift, 
I  know  I  should  have  grooucd,  and  shut  my  eyes. 


We  passed  a  lionefmoon  irhose  atmoBphsre, 

Flooded  with  inaptration,  and  embraced 

By  a  wiile  sky  set  foil  of  stany  thonghta, 

Aud  consl4!llitt«d  viidouB  of  dehght. 

Still  wraps  mfi  in  luy  dreams — itself  o.  dream. 

'file  fnU  moon  waued  at  laat,  and  in  my  sky. 

With  horn  inverted,  gave  its  sign  of  teaia, 

And  then,  when  wasted  to  a  ekeletoo, 

U  sank  into  a  heavy  sea  of  tears 

Tliat  cacight  itH  tumult  from  my  Hlgbing:  soul. 

My  husband,  who  liad  sppiit  whole  mnnilis  with  me, 

Til]  he  was  wedded  to  my  eveiy  thought, 

Lett  me  throngh  dreary  honra, — nay,  days. — alone! 

He  pleaded  biisiiiPsa — hiisineas  day  and  night ; 

Leaving  me  with  a  formal  T'l*"  at  mom, 

And  meeting  me  with  strange  reserve  at  evo  ; 
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And  I  coald  mark  tho  sea  ot  tenJuraesB 

Upon  irhose  beach  I  hud  sut  dowu  for  life. 

Hoping  to  feel  for  erer  as  at  first, 

Tlie  love  breeze  from  its  billows,  and  to  i;1iiap 

With  open  arms  the  silver  surf  thnt  ran 

To  wreck  itself  upon  my  bosom,  ebb, 

Daj  after  day  receding,  till  the  sand 

Grew  drj  and  hot,  and  Uie  old  IioIIh  uppeared 

01  hopes  uent  out  upon  that  faithless  main 

Since  woman  lovod,  and  ho  she  loved  was  talBe. 

Night  after  night  I  eat  the  evening  out, 

Aud  heard  the  clock  tick  on  the  mantel-tree 

Till  it  grew  ii'kaoma  to  me,  and  I  grudged 

The  fttiijuas  pleaEiues  of  the  kitchen  nutidH 

Whoaa  distant  laughter  shocked  the  lapsing  hours. 

UABT. 

But  did  your  hiisbnJid  never  tell  the  oaiisp 
Of  this  neglect  ? 
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Never  an  honest  word. 
Ho  told  me  Im  wua  writing  ;  and.  at  homo, 
Sat  down  with  henrt  absorbed  anil  absent  look. 
I  vins  oHi'-uded,  tuid  upbraided  him. 
I  knew  he  hod  a  secret,  and  tliat  fium 
The  centre  of  its  closely  coiling  folds 
A  canning-  serpent'it  liend,  wiili  fork«l  tungup, 
SwBjed  with  a  double  SKitry — imv  Inr  me, 
And  one  for  whom  I  knew  not — whom  he  knew. 
His  words,  which  wandered  first  as  carelessly 
As  the  free  footsteps  of  a  boy,  were  trained 
To  the  stem  paces  of  a  sentinel 
Guarding  a  prison  door,  and  never  tripped 
With  a 


I  despaired  at  last 
Of  winning  what  I  sought  by  wiles  and  prayers  ; 
Bo,  throngh  long  nighls  of  aleepleasnesa  I  lay, 
And  held  my  eai'  beside  hia  silent  hpa — 
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Aoi  eager  cup— readj  to  caloli  the  gosh 

Of  tlio  pent  waters,  if  a  drcom-swimg  rod 

Should  smite  his  bosom.    It  was  uli  in  vain. 

And  thus  montlis  passed  awaj,  nad  oil  the  while 

Another  heart  wus  benting  under  mine. 

Uof  Hi^vcn  Eorgive  me  I  but  I  grieved  the  channs 

The  unbom  thing  vas  stealing,  for  I  Mt 

That  in  my  iuitufiioienc;  of  power 

I  hiij  no  cktnn  to  lose. 


And  did  he  not* 
In  this  most  tender  trial  of  your  heart. 
Turn  iu  relenting  ? — pve  you  sympathy  ? 


No — yea  I    Perhaps  ho  pitied  me,  and  that 
Indeed  was  vciy  pitiful ;  for  what 
Haa  love  to  do  witli  pity  ?     Wlien  a  wife 
Him  Euuk  so  hoiwlcBiily  io  the  regard 
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Ot  him  she  lovea  that  ho  c»n  pity  her,— 
Bns  sunk  so  low  Uiat  ahe  may  only  ahnro 
The  tribute  whiuU  a  mute  humanity 
Beatotts  on  those  whom  Providenca  hna  struck 
With  ht'liiloBs  poverty,  or  foul  (Useaao  ; 
She  nuty  he  pitied,  both  by  earth  and  heaTon, 
Because  he  pitina  bcr.    A  pitied  ohild 
That  begs  iU  bread  £n>m  door  to  door  is  blest ; 
A  wife  who  bega  for  love  aud  confidence, 
And  gets  but  ahna  from  pity,  is  accui^ 


Wen,  time  passed  on  ;  and  rumor  come  at  last 
To  tell  the  atoiy  of  my  husband's  ahame 
And  my  diahonor.     He  was  seen  at  uight. 
Walking  in  loaely  streets  with  one  whose  eyes 
Wore  blacker  than  the  night,— whose  Uttlc  hand 
Was  choging  to  hia  arm.     Both  were  absorbed 
In  the  half-w)iiapored  converse  of  the  time  ; 
And  both,  as  if  accuHtomed  to  the  path. 
Tamed  down  an  alley,  climbed  a  flight  of  titepa 
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Entered  a  door,  and  dosed  it  after  tlieui — 
A  door  of  itdmuiLiit  'tniixt  hope  luid  me. 
I  had  my  secret ;  aad  I  kept  it,  too. 
£  knew  his  liatint,  and  it  wus  watched  for  me, 
Till  doubt  and  prayeia  for  doubt, — palo  flowera 
I  nourished  with  my  tears— were  ci'iislied 
By  the  relentless  hand  of  Certainty. 

Oh,  Mwy  1  Miiry  1    Those  were  fearful  dftju 
My  wrongs  and  nil  their  shameful  liislory 
Were  opened  to  nie  daily,  leaf  by  leaf. 
Though  he  had  ouly  shown  tlieir  title-pnge  ; 
That  page  was  his ;  the  rest  were  in  my  heart. 
I  knew  that  he  had  left  tny  home  tor  hers ; 
I  knew  his  nightly  labor  was  to  feed 
Other  than  me  ; — that  he  was  loaded  down 
With  cares  tliat  were  the  priee  of  tunful  lova 


Groee,  iu  your  heart-  do  you  belinvi;  all  this  ? 
I  tear — 1  know— you  do  yoiir  husbaud  wrong. 


He  is  not  competent  fur  tri^acUor;. 
He  is  too  good,  too  noblu,  to  dfsert 
The  woman  whom  he  only  loves  too  w 
Von  lore  him  nut  I 


I  love  liini  not  ?    Alaa  I 
I  ma  more  cmgty  with  mynolf  tlian  him 
That,  spite  liia  falsehood  to  liis  miuringe  vovn. 
And  spite  m;  hate,  I  love  the  traitor  still. 
I  love  him  not  ?    Why  nni  I  here  to-night — 
Here    wUera    my   girlhood's   witJiyftd   liopea    nre 

strewn 
Hirougb  every  room  tor  him  to  tmmple  on — 
But  in  my  pride  to  show  Itim  to  you  nil, 
With  the  dear  cMld  that  piibliflhcs  a  love 
That  blesaed  me  once,  e'en  if  it  curse  me  now  ? 
Yon  know  I  do  my  husband  wrong  !    Yon  think, 
BaoauBB  he  can  tulk  smoothly,  and  befool 
A  simple  ear  with  pious  sopliistriea, 


no 
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Hi3  must  be  e'en  the  soiutly  luiui  lie  Beems. 

Wo  Iieoi-d  liim  talk  to-night ;  it  waa  doue  well. 

I  saw  the  tiiiunph  nf  Iiis  argument. 

And  I  waa  praud,  thougli  full  of  spite  the  while. 

His  stutF  waa  meant  tor  me  ;  and,  willi  intent, 

For  selflah  purpose,  or  in  ironj-. 

He  tossed  me  bittemeas,  and  coUed  it  swoei 

My  heart  rebelled,  and  now  you  know  Uil-  puubp 

01  my  Iiarsli  words  to  him. 


'Tin  veiy  sad  1 
Oh  very — veiy  sad  !    Pray  you  go  on  I 
Who  is  this  woman  ? 


I  Imve  never  Inamail. 
I  only  know  sbo  stole  my  hiul>imd's  Lcort, 
And  iniide  rae  v«iy  wretched.     I  anpfiose 
Tlkut  tX  the  time  my  UltJu  bnlie  was  bom, 
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She  irent  awaj  i  for  David  was  at  home 
Fur  mctny  days.    That  pain  was  bUsa  to  me — 
X  need  no  argumant  lo  teach  mo  that — 
Which  caused  neglect  of  her,  oad  gave  ufTonne. 
Since  then,  ha  hoa  not  wUetb  to  go  from  me  ; 
And,  loving  vrell  his  du!d,  be  Htays  at  home. 


So  he  lugs  lonud  liis  secret,  and  I  mine. 

I  call  him,  husbaud  ;  and  he  calls  me,  wife ; 

And  I,  who  once  was  like  an  April  dtif , 

That  finds  quick  Uaux  in  a\ery  cloud,  have  atcelei] 

Aly  heart  against  m;  fate,  and  now  am  calm. 

I  will  live  on ;  and  though  these  simple  folk 

Wito  coll  me  Bister  understand  me  not, 

It  matters  little.     There  is  one  who  does  ; 

And  he  shall  have  no  liberty  of  love 

By  any  word  of  mine.     'Tis  woman's  lot. 

And  man's  most  weak  and  wickcid  wnntouueea. 

Uino  is  like  other  husbands,  I  suppose ; 
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Aak  you  syuiimlliy 
Of  aiicli  as  I  ?    I  tuuuut  give  it  yon. 
For  you  have  shiit  me  from  tlio  privilege. 

OltACB. 

I  nskud  it  oiumj  ;  yoii  gave  me  unbelief, 

e  but  to  grow  hard  again. 
'Tia  my  nml'ortiino  and  my  minety 
Tlmt  every  hand  whose  friendly  miniBtiy 
My  jioor  heiu't  ornves,  is  held — mtliheld — by  him  , 
And  I  must  freeze  that  I  may  stand  alone. 

And  so,  beoniise  one  mao  is  false,  or  yoo 
ImugiuH  bim  to  be,  all  n 

Do  I  speuk  rightly  ? 

~         it  your 
u  fit  lo  love,  end  fitted  to  be  loved, 
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Are  proiiA  to  falsehood.    I  will  not  gninsnj 
Tbo  commott  Tirtiie  of  the  oommou  herd. 
I  pnz«  it  oa  I  do  tlia  goodisli  mea 
Who  hold  tlie  goodiah  atuff,  anil  know  it  not 
These  acrve  to  fill  an  easy-goiug  world. 
And  thai  to  clothe  it  with  coroplacency. 


I  hod  not  thou^iiu  ratBontUropj  like  tliis 
Coidd  lodge  with  yon  ;  so  I  tnuHt  e'uu  confees 
A  tale  wJiich  nevpr  pajsed  my  lips  before, 
Nor  sent  ibt  fluEti  to  axij  dieck  but  mine. 
In  this.  I'll  prove  my  (lieuiUhiip,  if  I  loee 
The  fiieudsliip  wliii'h  demands  the  Bocriflce. 

I  lutve  come  bock,  o  nurse  Uinn  ni.inwed  wife  ; 
Yet  I  wcut  out  with  dream  as  bright  lib  jouia, — 
Nay,  brigliter,— for  flie  birds  were  eiugiiig  then, 
And  apple-blossomu  drifted  ou  the  gronnd 
Where  HUDW-fiobeB  fell  and  flev  when  you  were  wed, 
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TI16  aldwi  wore  soft ;  the  rosea  budded  full ; 

Thn  tneiula  nod  awelliag  uplonJs  froah  ujid  greeu  ;- 

TLo  very  utmoapliere  was  full  of  love 

It  WHO  no  girUab  carcleaanoas  of  heart 

Tlwt  kept  raj  ejea  from  tears,  as  I  went  forth 

Prom  this  dear  ahultar  of  tho  orphan  child. 

t  felt  Uiul  Oud  wua  siuiliiig  on  mj  lot, 

Aiid  mmlo  tlio  nira  his  ougela  to  oonvej 

To  ovt'ry  sonso  and  sensibility 

Tiio  nidAsngo  of  his  fnvor.     Every  soimd 

Wna  mtiniu  1o  niP  ;  «vfiry  sight  was  peace  ; 

And  bn-aUiiiig  wrs  Uio  drinking  of  perfume. 

t  Hud,  niutrut,  and  ^lU  of  gnUitade, 

"  Tlu»  in  M  Qod  wonld  lutvie  il ;  and  be  q 

Thuw  |i)eM*nl  hngwew  h>  toD  ma  ao." 

Ihkl  I  htA  iM  a«(4t  hoMfBHMB  M  jrvuft. 
.\  (M«r  bfvK  ik^  t4  )w(ifWMn,  and  Ikaa 
TV  dnwi*  wM  tvn«.     I  h^  nanM  «■» 
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We  had  not  been  a  fortnight  wed,  when  be 
Cajue  home  to  me  with  bruudj  in  hla  brain — 
A  maudlin  fool — foi  lore  like  mine  to  hide 
&s  if  he  were  an  nndeiut  beaaL     O  Grace  I 
I  (3umot  paint  the  hoTrora  of  that  night. 
Uj  heart,  till  then  Bcrene,  and  eafelj  kept 
In  Tnut'a  strong  citadel,  quaked  all  night  long, 
Aa  totrer  and  bastion  fell  before  the  rush 
Of  fierce  convictions ;  and  the  tumbling  walls 
Boomed  with  dull  throbs  of  ruin  through  mj  liiiun. 
And  there  were  palaces  that  lenned  on  this — 
Caelles  of  air,  in  long  and  glittering  lines, 
Which  melted  into  air,  and  pierced  the  blue 
That  marks  the  star-strewn  vault  of  heaven  ; — allfeli 
With  a  faint  crash  like  that  which  scares  tlie  soul 
When  desolation  Eihivcrs  through  a  dream 
Smitten  b;  nightmare, — toU  and  faded  all 
To  utter  nothingness  ;  and  when  the  mora 
Flamed  Up  the  East,  and  with  its  crimson  wings 
Braalled  out  the  [wJing  atars  that  uU  the  night 


ua 
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In  ailent,  slow  prooesdon,  one  hf  one. 
Had  grizQd  upon  me  throngh  tlio  open  aaah, 
hjtA  passed  nliiiDg,  it  found  me  desolate. 


The  trtupid  dreamer  at  my  side  awoke, 

And  with  such  heipkss  anguish  as  they  feel 

Wliu  know  that  they  are  weitk  oa  well  as  viJa 

I  saw,  through  all  hia  fonvard  promised, 

Excuses,  pniypTH,  and  pledges  that  were  oaths, 

(What  ho,  poor  boaater.  thought  I  could  notsoe,} 

That  he  wiks  shorn  of  will,  and  thnt  his  heart 

Was  as  dereueeless  as  a  httle  child's  ; — 

That  onderueoth  his  fair  good  fallowship 

He  was  dehaiiched,  and  dead  in  love  with  sin  ; — 

Tliat  love  of  ma  hod  mnde  him  wliat  I  loved, — 

That  I  could  only  hold  Ivim  till  tlie  wave 

0(  Botno  u'L'rwhnlmiug  impiilsn  should  sweep  in. 

To  lift  hia  (cot  and  Ixwr  hiw  (poin  my  •nna, 

I  felt  thftt  mora.  wh«n  hi:  went  ttwmbling  forth. 

With  blooiUhot  pjrea  Mid  hHwhcml  hot  with  woa. 


m 

^^^^^^^^m 

M 
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That  tiienccfortii  Btiife  would  bo  'twiit  Hell  imd 

m.^ 

Tlie  odds  iigiiiust  mo— for  mj  liusb^uid'o  bouL 

PoordQTCl    PoorMavyl    Hftve  youBufl'oreiltlmB  I 

Yon  hnd  not  ovon  pride  to  keep  you  up. 

Wore  he  m;  liuBbouii,  1  liad  left  him  theu— 

Theingrntc  ! 

M 

Not  if  yon  hud  loved  ae  I ; 

1 

Vet  what  you  kuow  is  but  a  bitter  diop 

1 

or  the  full  cup  of  gall  tUat  I  have  drained. 

1 

•    Hod  he  left  me  imatained,— Lad  I  rebelled 

1 

To  uuike  ruy  shrinking  soul  meet  his  half  way,— 

I 

It  had  U-eu  better  ;  but  he  had  an  aj-t. 

1 

Whm  appetite  or  paesian  moved  in  him, 

1 

- 

1 

m^^^K^^^^ 
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Anil  smoothed  tbe  wrmklea  of  a  ha^w^  ffuilt 

With  the  good-natured  hiiud  uf  cliaiily. 

Uo  kuew  he  was  a  foot,  lie  said,  aud  said  agnin  ; 

But  human  uaturo  wuiUd  be  what  it  was, 

And  life  hud  never  seat  enough  to  tear 

Too  much  dilution ;  those  who  work>?d  like  slaves 

Must  have  their  di^  of  frolic  and  ot  fuu. 

Ue  doubted  vrhethcr  Qod  would  ptuuBh  sin ; 

Uod  was,  iu  faot,  too  good  to  poiUBh  aio  ; 

Fur  uiu  itstiU  was  a  uoiupuniwliHl  ilitug. 

With  wv«kui«a  for  its  prime  ingredient. 

Aad  lliua  htt  fooled  «  heut  Uut  IovliI  Uuu  well ; 

And  il  wmt  to««nl  hia  livMt  bjr  aluw  dc-gnjea, 

Xill  ViHua  bmumnI  ■  bigMl  andiohlc, 

And  Vioo.  a  joUj-  foUow— twd  OMHigli. 

But  a»l  w  bMl  M  ChdolMii  pM|>fe  tfatuk. 


Titii  «u  Um  ORuainc  wuik  of  «Bwatto"iMy,  years ; 
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Witlioot  my  protesl^-wjtli  &  gloss  [or  me  1 
Uis  boon  companions  came  and  went,  and  mude 
M;  Lome  Uieii  rendczvons  with  my  contit-nt. 
Tlie  donglity  oalb  that  sliooked  my  ears  tit  first, 
Tho  doubtful  ]'«sl  tJwt  meant,  of  might  not  moau. 
Tliat  which  should  m-t  ti  womim's  brow  uflame. 
Became  at  Inat  (oh,  sluuue  of  womudiuod  !) 
A  thing  to  frown  at  with  a  oovcit  smile  ; 
A  tiling  lo  smile  at  with  a  decent  frown  ; 
A  Uung  to  steal  a  grace  from,  ita  I  teigoed 
Tho  innocence  of  deaf  micoDsciouaness. 
And  I  became  a  jester.     I  could  jest 
Id  a  wild  vay  on  eacred  things  imd  themea; 
And  I  have  thought  thiit  in  tiia  better  moodD 
Uy  husbojid  shrank  willi  horror  from  the  work 
Wliich  he  hud  wrought  in  me. 


I  do  not  know- 
It,  daring  all  tliese  down  muni- ten  ding  ywirs, 
Edward  kept  well  hi^  fiiith  uith  me.     I  know 
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He  uaed  to  teU  me,  in  liia  boastful  way, 
How  he  had  broke  the  iieorta  of  pretty  nuudit. 
And  that  if  he  were  emgle— weU-a-day  I 
The  tima  was  past  fur  tbiokiag  upoa  that  I 
And  I  bod  heai't  to  to^  the  baduiEige 
Buck  in  his  teeth,  with  pay  of  kindred  ooin ; 
And  l«U  I'im  hes  to  atir  his  beatiuJ  mirth ; 
And  make  my  hoofit  of  couquoata  :  and  pretend 
That  the  true  heart  I  had  bestowed  on  him 
Had  flowii,  and  l«[t  him  but  an  empty  hand. 

I  had  some  days  of  pain  and  penitence. 
I  saw  where  all  must  eud.    I  saw,  too  well, 
Edward  was  growing  idle, — that  his  form 
Was  gathering  disgustftil  uorpulence, — 
That  he  was  going  down,  ejid  dragging  me 
To  shame  and  ruin,  beggary  and  death. 
But  judgment  came  and  overshadowed  ua  ; 
And  one  quick  bolt,  shot  from  the  awful  uioud. 
Severed  the  tie  that  bound  two  iroilUlesi!  hvea. 


I 
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What  God  hntli  joined  together,  God  may  pait  :- 
Grace,  hiiTe  jou  tliongbt  of  that  1 

OBACB. 

Yon  scait)  tue,  Mary  I 
Nay  !    Do  not  tnm  on  me  ■with  snch  a  bok  I 
Its  dread  su^estion  gives  ray  heart  a  pang 
Tliat  stops  its  paiafiU  beatiog. 


KABY. 

Let  it  pan  t 
Oae  mom  we  woke  with  the  first  Bush  of  hght, 

Our  windows  jarriiig  with  the  cannonade 

That  ushered  in  the  nation's  festal  day. 

The  village  atreetB  were  fiiU  of  men  and  hoyn, 

And  resoDoat  with  rattJiug  mimi<.'ry 

Of  the  black-throated  monsters  on  the  hiU, — 

A  croBhing,  crepitating  wor  ot  fire, — 

And  08  we  listened  to  the  fitful  fend, 

Dull  detonations  eame  from  fiir  rvw-nv, 
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Fnlaiiig  along  the  fretted  atmosphere, 
To  tell  thnt  in  the  ruder  villages 
Tiie  duy  had  noisy  groetdng,  as  in  onra. 

I  know  not  why  it  wa^  but  then,  and  there, 
I  folt  a  aiuking  sodcesa,  poaaing  tears — 
A  dark  f  orelxMling  I  could  cot  dissolve 
Nor  drive  anay.    Bat  vlien,  next  mom,  1  woke 
In  the  sweet  stilhiess  of  the  Sabbatli  day. 
And  fonnd  myself  alone,  I  knew  that  hearts 
Which  once  have  been  God's  t«mple,  and  in  which 
Sometliing  divine  still  Ungeie,  feel  the  throh 
Along  the  Unos  that  bind  them  to  TheTlirone 
When  judgment  issnos;  and,  though  dumb  and 

bUaJ, 
SUuddor  and  faint  with  propheuios  of  ill. 
How^by  what  cause — calamity  should  come, 
I  oould  not  guess;  that  it  wns  imminent, 
Soemod  just  as  certaiu  ns  the  morniug's  dawn. 


We« 


e  to  httvo  a  gula  day,  indeed. 
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There  were  b>  be  proceaaioua  and  parades, 

A  great  oratioii  in  a  mammoth  tent. 

With  dinner  following,  and  toast  and  apeccli 

Cj  all  the  vordv    magitatos  of  the  town  ; 

A  gmnd  balloau  nacou»on  afterwords ; 

And  in  the  evening,  fireworks  on  the  hilL 

I  knew  that  drink  would  flow  from  mom  till   uight 

In  a  wild  roa<\l3trotit,  circling  mIow  arotind 

The  village  rim,  in  bright  carnering  waves. 

But  growing  torbulont,  and  changed  to  ink 

Around  the  village  centre,  till,  at  last, 

The  whirling,  gurf-Ung  vortei  irould  eugnlf 

A  maddened  multitude  in  dnmkoimesg. 

And  tilis  was  in  my  thought  (the  while  my  heart 

Was  jMidpitating  with  its  nameless  fi-ar), 

A»,  wrapped  in  vaguest  dryiimn,  and  purposi^less, 

I  Uced  niy  shoe  and  ga/cd  upon  the  sky. 

TliuQ  iitraiige  detcnni nation  stirred  in  lue; 

Antl,  turning  sharjily  on  ui;  chair,  I  snld, 

"Ell ward,  where'er  .v on  gi>  iji-dny,  I  go!  " 
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If  I  liad  smitten  him  upon  tlie  faoe, 

It  hod  not  tingled  with  a  hotter  flame. 

He  turned  upon  mo  with  a  look  of  hate — 

A  something  worae  tbun  anger — and,  with  oatlis 

Eaved  like  a  fiend,  and  oureed  me  for  a  tool. 

J3ut  I  was  firm  ;  he  coidd  not  shake  m;  will ; 

Bo,  through  the  morning,  imtil  afternoon, 

He  Btajed  at  home,  und  drimk  and  dnink  again, 

Watching  the  clock,  and  pacing  np  and  down, 

0ntil,  at  length,  he  came  and  sat  by  mc. 

To  bry  Ilia  hackneyed  tricks  of  lilandialiment. 

He  hod  not  meant,  he  said,  to  give  offenci:  ; 

But  women  in  a  crowd  were  ont  of  place. 

He  wished  to  see  the  aeronauts  embark. 

And  meet  some  friends ;  but  there  nould  be  d 

throng 
Of  boja  and  drunken  boors  aroiiud  tlie  car, 
And  I  sbonld  not  eujoy  it ;  more  than  this. 
The  riae  would  be  a  finer  spcctacJe 
At  home  than  on  the  pniund.      I  gave  assent, 
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And  be  went  out     01  oonrse,  I  fullowed  liiiii  ; 
For  I  bud  learned  to  read  Lim,  and  I  knew 
There  wofl  some  precious  Bclicme  of  sin  on  tooi 


TLe  crowd  was  liea\7,  and  his  form  woa  loat 
Qoick  as  it  toiiclied  the  mnsa  ;  but  I  pressed  cii 
WiJd  sliouta  and  loughtei'  piiDisLing  my  eara, 
Till  I  could  Bee  the  bloated,  breathing  cone, 
As  if  it  were  eome  monster  of  the  eky 
Caught  by  a  net  and  fsftcned  to  the  earth — 
A  butt  for  jeers  to  all  the  merry  mob. 
fiat  I  was  distant  still ;  and  if  a  mam 
Id  mad  tupntience  tore  a  parage  from 
The  crowd  that  pressed  upon  hint,  or  a  girl. 
Frightened  or  foiutiug,  was  allowed  escape, 
I  slid  hke  wat«r  to  the  vacant  space. 
And  thus,  by  deftly  won  odvimcea,  gninad 
The  stand  I  coveli-d. 


We  waited  long ; 
And  OS  the  cnrions  gozeis  stood  mid  tidlicd 
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About  the  diverse  currents  of  the  air. 
And  wondered  wliere  tlie  daring  voyngera 
Would  find  a  landing-jiluce,  a  Tonng  iiinii  snid. 
In  words  intended  for  o  spicy  jest. 

A  man  and  woman  living  in  the  town 
Hud  token  passage  overland  for  Iiell  1 

Then  at  a  distance  rose  a  scalt^'ring  abuut 

Tliat  fixed  tlie  risioa  of  the  multitude, 

Standing  on  eager  tiptoe,  and  afar 

I  saw  tlie  crawd  give  way,  and  make  n  iiath 

Fur  the  pale  lieroea  of  the  crazy  Lonr. 

Hate  vcre  toased  wildly  as  tlicy  struggled  on. 

And  the  gap  closed  beliiud  tliem,  till,  at  length. 

They  stood  witliiu  the  ring.     01),  damning  sight  I 

The  woman  was  a  painted  courteeon  ; 

The  miui,  my  husbaud  !    I  was  dumb  us  death. 

Uy  teeth  were  clenched  together  like  a  vice, 

And  every  heavy  beortUirob  wns  a  ehill. 


But  there  I  stood,  oiid  saw  the  b1 


e  goo 
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Tliey  took  Uioir  Boata,  the  signnl  gun  wiw  fired  ; 
Tlje  cords  were  loosed,  and  then  the  billowy  bulk 
Shot  toward  the  zenith  I 

Never  bent  the  sk^ 

With  ciore  I'loudless  depth  of  blae  them  then  ; 
And,  OS  they  rose,  I  saw  hia  Eaitbless  arm 
Slide  o'er  her  shoulder,  and  her  dizzj  head 
Di'op  oa  luH  breoat.     Then  I  beutuie  insaiii). 
I  felt  that  I  was  straggling  ■with  a  dream^ 
A  horrid  phnntnsm  I  could  uut  shake  olF. 
The  hollow  sky  wm  swinging  liko  a  bell ; 
The  silken  monster  swinging  like  its  tongae ; 
And  as  it  reeled  from  side  to  side,  the  roar 
Of  roiees  round  mo  rang,  and  rang  again, 
Tolling  the  dretMltiii  knell  of  my  despair. 

At  the  Inat  moment  I  oould  trace  his  form. 
Edwai'd  leaned  over  from  his  giddy  seat, 
And  tossed  out  something  on  Uie  air.    I  saw 
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The  litUe  nuaaive  fluttering  slowly  down. 

And  sttetolied  my  hand  to  ctitoh  it,  for  I  know, 

Or  thought  I  knew,  that  it  would  come  to  mi'. 

And  it  did  come  to  me — as  if  it  sUd 

Upon  Hie  cord  that  bound  my  heart  to  Ids— 

Strained  to  its  utmost  teuajon — anapped  at  Uist. 

I  marked  it  as  it  felL    It  was  a  roae. 

I  prrasped  it  madly  as  it  sbrack  my  hand, 

Aud  buried  oU  its  thorns  within  my  jjuka ; 

But  Qie  fierce  pain  released  my  prisoned  Toioe, 

And  with  a  shriek,  I  stjiggered,  swooned,  and  (ell. 

That  m'ght  was  brushed  from  life.    A  passing  frieuil 
Directed  those  who  bore  nie  radely  off ; 
And  I  was  carried  to  my  home,  and  laid 
Entranced  upon  my  bed.    The  Sabbatli  mnm 
That  followed  iill  this  din  and  ileriiry 
Swnng  noiseless  wide  its  doora  of  yellow  light, 
Aud  in  the  hallowed  stillness  I  awoke. 
Sly  heart  wan  still  ;  T  conid  not  stir  a  hand. 
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I  thought  timt  i  VBS  djing  or  wm  dead, — 
That  I  hud  aUpped  through  smooth  uuconscioilBQeaa 
Into  the  everlastmg  sUenccs. 
I  could  not  Bpeak  ;  but  winuiu^  stn-ugth  at  lost, 
I  turned  mj  eyea  to  seek  for  Edwiird'a  fiLce, 
And  BOW  «a  nupresaed  pillow.     He  wna  gone  ! 

I  was  oppressed  with  awful  Beuae  of  loss  ; 

Aud  OS  a  mother,  hy  a  turbid  sea 

That  hna  ingulfed  her  fairest  child,  aiLt  down 

And  moaus  over  the  waters,  and  looks  out 

With  cnrious  despair  tipon  the  wiives. 

CJiitil  site  marks  a  lock  of  Honting  hair. 

And  by  ita  threada  of  gold  dmivs  slo^vly  In. 

And  clasps  and  presses  to  her  frenzied  bren^t 

The  form  it  baa  no  power  to  warm  agnin, 

fio  1,  bemde  the  »ea  of  memory, 

JJaf  Ceeblj  moaiiing,  yearning  for  a  clew 

Bj  vlncli  to  reach  m;  ovm  extinguished  life. 

It  came.    A  burning  piuu  ubot  thi'ough  my  palm. 
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And  Uioma  awoko  wliot  thonia  had  piit  to  Aet\i. 
It  all  came  back  to  me — the  roiu'.  the  rush, 
Tlie  npturuod  faces,  the  insane  hiiiTiihs, 
The  skywonl  ahootiiig  spectude,  the  shame— 
And  theu  I  Bwoonod  nguin. 

QKAOE. 

But  WHS  he  killed  ? 
Did  liiafoolhurdy  ndventure  end  in  wreck  ? 
Or  did  il.  CDd  in  aoiastbinp  worse  than  ivreck  ? 
Unrely,  ho  come  ngnjn  \ 


fte  had  Ilia  renBuns.  and  I  knew  tlieni  auoii ; 

Kut,  first,  the  tire  enkindled  in  tay  brniii 

Burnt  Ihronglj  long  weeks  of  fever— burnt  riij  frauif 

Until  it  ln<r  upon  ttie  nheet  as  white 

As  llie  pnle  oalies  of  a  wasted  coaL 

Then,  irheti  Btrent'lli  cnme  tii  me,  and  I  could  sit 


BirTER-SWBEr, 
Bnioed  by  the  double  pillows  tliat  wi-rt 
A  kind  friend  took  taj  bond  and  told  u 


iftlL 


The  daj  that  Edwai^  leH  me  was  the  last 

He  conld  have  been  mj  hoBbond ;  for  the  next 

UiBclosed  his  infiunj  aud  my  disgrace. 

He  was  a  thief,  aod  bad  been  ouo  for  years, — 

Defrauding  those  whose  gold  he  held  in  trtiet ; 

And  he  was  ruined — minod  tttlerly. 

The  very  lii'd  I  Hat  on  was  not  bis. 

Nor  mine,  except  by  tender  charity. 

A  guilty  secret  menaL-ing  beliind, 

A  guUty  paesioii  burning  in  his  heart. 

And  by  his  aide,  a  guilty  pftnimnur, 

He  seized  upon  this  mckleaa  whim,  nnd  fled 

From  those  he  knew  would  corse  him  i;re  Lu  slept 


My  Clip  was  filled  with  wormwood  ;  and  it  grew 
Bitter  and  still  more  bitter,  day  by  day, 
Changing  from  shame  and  bate,  to  stent  rcvengo 
Life  had  no  more  tor  me.     My  boine  tnui  lost ; 
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Mj  heart  unfitted  to  retnm  to  this  ; 

And,  reckless  of  the  future,  I  rreut  forth — 

A  womim  stiickea,  muddimed.  despeiut«. 

T  sought  the  city  with  m  sure  a  scout 

As  iniltoreB  track  a  carooas  throngb  the  air. 

I  knew  him  there  delivered  ap  to  sin, 

And  longed  to  taunt  him  with  his  infamy, — 

To  haont  hia  baunta ;  to  sting  his  pci'jiu'ed  soul 

With  eharp  reproaclies  ;  and  to  scare  his  eyoe 


But  Ood  had  other  means  tliim  my  revenge 
To  humble  him,  and  other  tJiongUt  for  me. 
t  saw  him  only  once  ;  we  did  not  meet ; 
There  was  a  street  betweou  us ;  yet  it  seemed 
Wide  as  Uie  unbridged  gidf  that  yawns  lietweea 
The  rich  man  and  the  bcggiu-. 


n  from  Ihe  h1cci>1,.?!<  lir. 
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Wliicih  my  scant  mcftna  had  pnrchased,  anil  gone 

fonh 
To  loste  the  nir,  and  cool  my  bamJUg  brow. 
r  wandered  on,  not  knowing  where  I  went. 
Nor  caring  wliitber.    Tlicre  were  few  astir  ; 
The  luarkot  n'ogona  Lnmbered  slowly  in, 
Piled  lugh  with  carcasses  of  slatightoroJ  lamlM, 
Baskets  of  unhnfiked  com,  and  mint,  and  all 
The  fresh,  green  tilings  that  grow  in  country  flclria, 
I  read  tlio  Kifirxs — the  long  and  cimoiis  nonips- 
And  wondered  who  invented  them,  and  if 
Their  owners  knew  how  Teiy  strongs  they  were. 
A  corjia  of  weary  firemen  met  mo  once, 
Lat«  home  from  aernca,  with  their  gaudy  car, 
And  limil  willi  wiroleaa  cutsob.    Tlieii  I  sloiTed, 
AaJ  chnitfii  with  a  frowsy-headtcJ  jrirl 
Who  knelt  among  her  draggled  skirts,  and  scniblicci 
The  beel'Wom  dixir-6l«ps  of  a  faded  honne. 
Then,  as  I  left  her,  and  resumed  ray  wuik, 
I  turned  my  eyes  across  the  street,  and  sow 
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A  night  whicli  stoiiped  mj' feet,  my  breath,  my  heart 

It  WEia  iny  Imcband.     Oh,  how  sadly  changed  I 

His  bloodalioL  eyes  stared  fitnu  on  HiudauB  face ; 

Hia  hat  traa  buttered,  and  his  clotlies  were  torn 

iind  splashed  with  mad. .  His  poisoned  frame 

Hod  tihnuik  nwuy,  until  his  garmcuts  hung 

lu  folds  about  him.     Then  1  knew  it  all ; 

His  life  had  been  a  measureleea  debauch 

Since  his  most  sliameiesa  fltglit ;  and  in  his  eye, 

Eager  and  stmincd,  anil  peering  down  the  stairs 

That  tumbled  to  the  unte-iooms  of  hell, 

I  saw  the  thirst  which  ouly  death  can  quench. 

He  did  not  raiue  his  eyea  ;  T  did  not  spmtk  ; 

Thero  was  no  work  for  me  to  do  on  him  1 

And  when,  at  lost,  he  tottered  down  the  steps 

Of  a  dui'k  gin-shop,  I  was  FiatisSud, 

And  half-relontiugly  retruced  my  way. 


I  iMjmot  tell  the  Bl«r>'  of  the  months 
ThatfoUowfd  this.     I  toiled  and  toiled  for  bread. 
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And  for  Uie  shelter  of  one  Bting?  rLH)m. 
Temptation,  wliioii  the  luuid  uf  poverty 
£ears  oft  Bediictivoly  to  woman's  lips. 
To  me  cume  not.    I  h&ted  men  like  beasts ; 
rlieir  flatteriug  worda,  and  -wiuked,  wauton  linsrs, 
Sickened  me  vritli  ineffable  disgusts 


As  I  sat  idly  dreaming  of  the  piist, 

And  qnestioning  Uil'  future,  my  quick  eai' 

Cntight  sound  of  feet  upon  the  orciiking  RbuiT>. 

And  a  light  ntp  dchvured  at  my  door. 

I  said,  "  Come  in  1"  with  half  defiant  voioe, 

Although  I  longod  to  see  a  human  face, 

And  needed  labor  fur  my  iiUe  lauula. 

But  when  the  door  was  opened,, aud  Hiero  stood 

A  miin  before  me,  with  on  eye  iis  pure 

Aud  brow  as  fair  as  any  little  child's, 

Mntahed  witli  a  (oriu  and  curriafT')  wliich  combui-'J 
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All  manlj  beauty,  dignity,  and  graoe, 

A  quick  bluab  overwiielmed  my  pallid  cheeks. 

And,  ere  I  knew,  cmd  by  no  act  o(  will, 

I  roBO  and  gave  kim  gentle  courtesy. 

He  took  a  scat,  and  spoke  mth  plcosunt  votoe 
Of  many  pleasant  things — the  pleasant  aky, 
The  stars,  the  opening;  foUage  in  the  park ; 
And  then  he  came  to  business.     He  would  have 
A  piece  of  eiquiaito  embroidery  ; 
My  hand  wna  cunning  if  reT»rt  were  hme ; 
Would  it  obhge  him  ?     It  would  do,  I  BaiLl. 
Tliut  which  it  could  to  satisfj-  his  wish ; 
And  when  he  took  the  delimie  pattern  out, 
And  spread  the  dainty  fabric  on  his  knee% 
I  knew  ho  had  a  wife. 


He  went  awny 
With  kUid  "Good  niglit/'  and  mid  Hint  wltii  my 
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He'd  call  aitd  watoh  the  progress  o(  the  worL 
t  nuLTked  his  careful  steps  adowu  the  stall's, 
Aud  then,  Itis  briitk,  firm  tread  upon  the  ciIoiii-h. 
Till  in  tlie  doll  roar  of  the  diataot  streets 
It  nungled  and  was  lost.     Then  1  was  lost- 
Lost  in  a  wild,  wide-rangiug  revejie — 
From  which  I  roused  not  till  the  midnight  hnnti 
Was  broken  by  the  toll  from  twenty  toweis. 

This  i£  a,  man,  I  said— a  man  in  truth  ; 
My  room  has  kuown  the  presence  of  a  man, 
And  it  lioa  gathered  dignil;  from  >iim, 
I  felt  my  being  floodtid  with  new  life. 
My  heart  was  worm  ;  my  poor, sore-footed  thoiinhta 
Sprang  up  full  fledged  through  ether ;  and  I  felt 
Like  the  sick  woman  who  bad  touched  the  hem 
Of  Jesus'  giLiment,  when  tiirough  all  her  veins 
Leaped  the  swift  tides  of  youth. 

He  bad  a  wife  I 
Why,  to  %  wrecked,  forsaken  thin(>  h'kc  me 
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Did  that  thought  bring  a  pang  ?    I  did  not  know ; 

But  truth  to  tell,  it  gare  rae  stinging  piuu. 

If  Le  was  noble,  he  was  naught  to  me  ; 

It  he  wna  great,  it  only  made  me  leas ; 

If  he  loved  trulj,  I  was  not  enriched. 

So,  in  mj  seliishnesR,  I  olmoet  curved 

The    unkuomi    woman,  thought    foi'   whom    tuul 

liruught 
Her  loring  husband  to  me.     What  was  I 
To  him  ?    Nnnght  but  a  poor  unfortunate, 
risking  her  bread  up  at  a  needle's  point 
Ho'U  come  and  criticise  my  handiwork, 
I  Boid,  imd  when  it  is  at  last  complete, 
Ho'U  dniw  his  purse  and  give  me  ao  much  gold  ; 
And  then,  forgetting  me  for  ever,  go 
And  gather  tragraat  kjaaea  for  the  boon, 
From  lipa  that  do  not  know  their  privilege. 
I  could  be  untiling  but  the  medium 
Through  which  his  love  should  pass  U-  reuch  its 

ehriue ; 
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Tlie  gbus  throiigb  which  the  uun'a  electric  beama 
Kindtea  the  rose's  heart,  and  still  remiuua 
Chill  and  itcreae  itself — without  rewiird  ! 
Then  Cfuae  to  me  the  tbonght  ot  my  great  wrong. 
A  tnaa  hud  spoiled  my  heart,  degruded  me  ; 
A  wiULton  woman  had  defrauded  me  ; 
I  woiild  get  reparation  how  I  ooiUd  !     " 
He  mitst  be  something  to  me — I  to  him  < 
All  men,  howorer  gooJ,  are  weak,  I  tboiiffht ; 
And  if  I  eaa  tiirest  no  heom  of  loTe 
By  right  of  natures  or  by  leave  of  law, 
I'll  stain  the  glass  I     And  the  lost  words  I  said, 
As  I  lay  down  upon  my  bod  to  dream, 
Were  those  four  words  of  sin:  "rllstnin  Ihf  glass  I" 

OttACE. 

SIftry,  I  cannot  hear  yoii  more  ;  yonr  t«lo. 
So  bitter  oud  so  )iaasing  pitiful 
T  liave  forgotten  tears,  and  (eel  my  cyea 
Bum  dry  fmd  hot  with  looking  »t  your  faee, 
Now  gaUien)  blackness,  and  grows  horrible. 
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Nay,  you  must  biiiLr  me  out ;  I  oaunot  paoso ; 
And  have  no  wotse  to  soy  tlian  I  have  said — 
ThnnV  Qod,  and  liitn  wlio  pat  avay  my  toils  I 


He  came,  aud  came  ogaiii ;  and  every  charm 
Qod  had  bestowed  on  me,  or  art  could  frame. 
I  used  ^th  keeneet  mgeouities 
To  fascinate  the  sensuauB  element 
O'er  irbich,  mistroated.  and  but  half  asleep, 
Hia  conscience  and  propriety  stood  gnard 
I  told  with  tears  tlie  story  of  my  woe  ; 
He  listened  to  me  with  a  thooghtful  face, 
And  sadly  sighed ;  and  thus  I  won  his  rath. 
And  then  I  told  him  how  my  life  was  loat ; — 
How  earth  hod  nothing  more  for  me  but  piun ; 
Not  e'en  a  Mend.     At  this,  he  tnok  my  hand, 
And  Raid  out  of  bis  noblsaess  of  heart. 
That  I  should  have  on  honest  friend  in  him  ; 
On  which  I  bowed  ray  head  ujwn  liis  arm. 


I 
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And  wept  Again,  m  if  mj  lieart  would  btvnk 
With  the  full  pressure  of  its  gratitade. 
He  pat  me  gently  off,  unci  read  my  face  : 
I  stood  before  liim  hopeless,  helpless,  hia  I 
His  ewitt  Bonl  gathei-ed  what  I  memit  it  shonld. 
Ho  sighed  ttod  trembled  ;  then  lie  crosRadtlie  (I'lot 
And  gazeil  with  eye  abshncted  on  the  sky ; 
Then  came  Euid  looked  at  me  ;  then  turned, 
As  if  affrigiited  at  liia  springing  thonghts, 
Aud,  with  ahruptest  movement,  left  the  room. 

This  time  he  took  with  him  the  broidered  thing 

That  I  had  wrought  for  him  ;  and  when  1  oped 

The  little  pui«e  that  be  rewarded  me, 

I  (onnd  lull  golden  payment  five  times  told. 

OlTen  from  pity  ?  thought  I,  — that  alone  ? 

Is  mnnly  pity  so  munificent  ? 

Pity  his  mistnrta  that  it  knows  not  of  I 


a  rmel  trimnpb,  and  I  speak 
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OE  it  with  uttei  peuiteuce  aiid  ahamo. 

I  knew  tlist  lie  would  uDme  agiun ;  I  kiiew 

Hia  leot  would bnng him,  tliougliluB soul  rebelled; 

I  knew  tliat  cheated  keort  of  his  would  lay 

With  the  seductive  chains  thnt  gave  it  thrall, 

And  strive  to  recoccile  its  peigmy 

With  ita  omi  cunsoieuce  of  the  butUr  way 

Uj  fabriattiou  of  upologiis 

It  knew  wen  false. 

Aud  he  dill  co3io  iigaui ; 
Coutesaiiig  a  stiaoge  intereEt  iu  me, 
Aud  doiug  tor  me  mauy  kiadly  doeda. 
I  know  the  Datura  of  the  syiupnthy 
That  dre\r  him  to  mj  aitt^s  betbu-  than  h« ; 
Though  I  twuld  aM  that  soleiuu  cliauge  iu  him 
Which  ttverjr  bwe  nilt  woar,  whvu  HeaTonauiI  H.'Il 
Are  straggling  ia  lb»  h««it  for  lOMteiy. 
Hf  V!»  onb^py ;  wrj  sndden  sound 
t>lMtl>(<d  hia  appniliMwiMis ;  rton  his  beart 
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Aouo  iiiiavy  BuspLr&Uons,  cluu'ged  witli  prayer, 
De^re,  aud  depmeatioQ,  and  remorso  ; — 
Sigka  like  volcanic  breatliingB — Eiglui  that  Bcombed 
His  paruliuig  lips  aud  apreud  Ids  fiice  with  luhua, — 
Sighs  bom  iu  euoh  couvulsions  of  the  soul 
That  luB  HtruDg  ttama  quaked  like  VenuviuB, 
Bui'di'Qod  with  reatleas  hira. 

Day  by  ilay 
I  muked  hla  dalliance  with  -tiuful  thought. 
Without  a.  throb  of  pity  in  my  heart. 
I  ttiok  his  gifta,  n^liicb  brought  iinmnnity 
From  toil  and  care,  as  if  they  were  my  right. 
Day  after  day  I  saw  my  power  incrcaae, 
Until  that  noble  spirit  was  a  nhive — 
A  cntven,  helpless,  self-snspected  slave. 

Bat  this  was  not  to  last — tliank  God  aud  liiin ! 
Oiiu  night  he  cmne,  and  there  had  been  a  chnnge. 
My  hand  wns  kindly  tiikeu,  but  not  held 
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In  the  way  wonted.    He  yius  self-poflsesHL-d; 

The  powers  of  darkness  and  his  ClmsUnn  lioai-t 
Had  liad  a  atniggle — liis  Uie  yiotoij ; 
And  on  liia  manly  brow  the  beniaoD 
Of  a  majestic  pence  Lnd  botn  imposed. 
Wiis  I  to  lose  the  gncrilon  ot  my  goile? 
He  wna  ray  all,  iind  by  the  only  means 
Ijeft  to  a  helpless,  reckless  thing,  like  me. 
Myliciirt  made  pledge  the  strife  should  be  renewed. 
I  took  no  notjce  of  his  altered  mood. 
But  stioTe,  by  all  the  trieks  of  lendemeaa, 
To  &n  to  life  again  the  druoping  flame 
Within  his  ke.'krt; — witli  what  success,  at  Lut, 
The  sequel  shall  reveal. 


Strange  fire  came  down 
Rcflpoiiaive  to  my  coll,  and  tlie  rpiiek  flash 
Tliiit  shrivelled  resolution,  Tauquiahed  will. 
And  with  a  blood-red  flame  consumed  the  crown 
Of  pence  uijuu  his  l-row,  tnnglit  him  how  wiuik— 
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How  miaeratily  iuil>ecile — ^Ue  luwl  become. 
Tiimperiag  with  Unnptation,     Such  a  groan, 

Pmj  Heaven  my  ears  nmy  never  liear  again! 
He  Biuote  lua  (ori:Lead  wiUi  liis  rigid  pnha, 
And  mak,  aa  if  tlie  blow  Lad  atunned  liiiu,  Ui  bis 

Aiid  tLere,  witi  face  presspJ  hard  iipcrn  his  hnii.Ls, 
Gave  iittenmce  to  treu7.ied  8oba  ncid  iiruyers— 
The  wild  articulations  of  daspair, 
I  vas  coufouud^d.     He— a  man— thought  I, 
Blind  with  remorse  by  simple  look  at  aiu  1 
And  I— A  woman— in  the  devil's  hands, 
Lining  him  H«Uward  with  no  blosh  of  sUwuel 
The  thoaght  caiue  awift  from  God,  and  pierced  my 

heart 
Like  a  barbed  arrow;  and  it  quivereiT  tliero 
Tiirongh  whiles  of  tumult— quivered— imd  iviiafa.it. 

Thus,  while  I  stood  and  mftrked  his  kneeling  form. 

I^^^H^^^rt 
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Still  sluH;lied  bf  deep  couvulaions,  sncli  a  light 

Illumed  m;  uoiil,  aud  flooded  all  the  room, 

Tbiit,  witliont  thought, I  Boid,  "The  LonliaUoro!" 

'X'licti  straight  my  spirit  lieitrd  these  woudrous  words: 

"Tempted  in  alt  pointa  like  onrsolvea  'waa  Ho^ 

Tempted,  but  ainless."    Oh,  what  majesty 

Ol  meaiting  did  those  preciona  worda  convey  I 

'Tivns  through   temptation,    thought   I,    thnt   the 

Lord— 
TJie  meiliiitor  between  God  and  men — 
Iteaclied  down  the  haod  of  Bympiitlietic  love 
To  meet  tite  gea>vp  of  lo.'tt  Hiimnnity  ; 
AjuI  this  imtn,  kuoctingr  has  the  Lonl  iu  him. 
And  cornea  t«)  racdiata  'tivi\t  Christ  and  mo. 
"  Tempted  but  sinlesa ;" — one  hiutdgmspiiigmtuo, 
The  other  Chriat'a. 

Why  httA  he  snlTored  thus  ? 
Wliy  liud  his  hfart  been  led  Far  down  to  winn. 

To  bejit  In  mufiil  symimlliy  witli  uime, 
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But  Ihat  ray  lienrt  slioiilil  cUiig  to  Iub  mid  liim, 
And  follow  Lis  witlidrfLwnJ  to  tlia  LcigLts 
From  wlienoe  lie  luul  descended  ?    Then  I  leiiini''il 
Why  CliriBt  wba  templed  ;  anil,  ns  broud  nnd  Tiill, 
The  Ijeftrt  of  the  great  secret  was  revofilcd. 
Aiid  I  perceived  Ood'a  dealings  with  my  sonl, 
I  knelt  beside  the  tortured  mnii  nnd  wept, 
And  cried  to  Heaven  for  mercy.     As  I  pniyed, 
My  sonl  cast  off  its  Blutmeful  entcrpiise  ; 
And  when  it  fell,  I  siiw  my  godless  self — 
My  own  degnwled,  taiuted,  gnilty  heart. 
Which  it  had  hiddec  from  mo.     Oh,  tlu>  pang— 
Tlio  poignant  throe  of  iitl«miost  despair— 
Tlint  followed  Oie  discovwy  I    I  (elt 
TUttt  I  was  lout  beyond  the  grace  of  God, 
And  my  heart  turned  witli  iiiatinut  eiiiru  and  swift 
To  the  strong  struggler,  piiiyiug  at  my  KJilc, 
And  hegged  his  Kii«;or  and  his  prayers.    I  ft'lt 
That  he  must  lead  me  np  to  where  the  Imnd 
Of  Jeww  eonid  lay  hold  ou  ni.".  ui- 1  wiw  .loom,'.! 
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Temptation's  spell  was  past     He  took  mj  baiid, 

Aiid,  as  he  prajed  tliut  wu  miglit  lie  forgivQp, 

And  pledged  our  rutarB  loyalty  W  Ood 

And  his  wliite  Uirone  witliiu  our  liearts,  I  gitvo 

Responses  to  oacli  promise ;  then  I  cru^iioil 

His  closing  utteronoe  with  aach  Amen 

As  weak  heiirts,  conscions  of  their  wenkness,  give 

When,  bowed  to  dust  mid  clinging  to  the  rohea 

Of  outraged  mercj,  they  demote  tUemselvee 

Ouce  and  forever  to  the  pitying  Christ. 


Then  we  arose  ajjd  stood  upon  otir  feet. 

He  gave  me  no  loproochee,  but  with  voice 

Attempered  to  his  altored  mood,  oontessetl 

Hia  own  IiLuneworthiucHS,  nud  pressed  the  pmyct 

That  I  wotdd  ptirdon  him,  as  ho  believci) 

That  God  had  pardoned  ;  bnt  my  heart  \taa  full. 

So  full  of  its  Bore  sense  of  wrong  to  lum, 

Of  Uie  deep  guilt  of  Hhamefnl  purposes 

Aud  treachery  to  worthy  vomanhood, 
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Tliat  I  could  not  repeat  his  Chruttou  woriU, 
A:3kiiig  forbeamncc  on  my  own  behalf. 

He  Hnt  before  mo  for  ft  giiMon  Iioui' ; 

And  gave  me  counsel  nut!  euconmgoment, 

Til],  like  lirond  gates,  the  possibiiities 

Of  o  serenor  aiiJ  a  higher  life 

Were  tlirown  wide  open  lo  my  eitgcr  [i-ct, 

And  I  reaolTed  tiiat  I  would  eater  in, 

Ajid,  witlk  God's  gracious  help,  go  no  more  out. 

Far  weeks  ho  watched  me  with  stem  careriUnesa, 
Nottrished  my  resolution,  pmyed  with  me, 
And  led  me,  step  by  step,  to  biglier  ground, 
Till,  gnthenng  impulse  in  the  upward  walk, 
And  strtuigth  in  ptirer  air,  aud  keener  sight 
In  the  sweet  light  tlmt  dn^'ned  upon  my  auti], 
T  grnsped  the  aim  of  Jesiis,  und  was  safe. 
And  now,  wlien  I  look  bock  upon  my  life, 
U  Beems  us  it  Ihut  nahXc.  mnn  were  sont 
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Xo  give  me  resciio  from  tbs  pit  of  death. 
But  trom  his  ilistant  height  he  ooiilii  not  re*ch 
Aud  act  upon  my  eotU  ;  eo  Heaven  oJlowed 
Temptatiuo'B  Irulder  'twixt  liia  soul  aail  mine, 
That  they  might  meet  and  yield  his  mistdoo  thrift. 
I  doubt  not  iu  my  (fratoful  soul  to-night 
That  hnd  he  stayed  mthin  his  higher  world, 
Ajid  tried  to  coll  me  to  hiiii,  I  hml  spui-ned 
AUke  his  miesiuu  ontl  hiu  ministiy. 
That  he  mw  tempted,  wsw  nt  onco  my  aiii 
Aud  my  Ovation.     Tliat  he  mimed  iu  thought, 
And  flfi-ucly  wrestled  with  tcmiihition,  won 
For  his  o«ti  spiiit  that  hiunility 
Wliieh  God  had  sought  to  clothe  him  with  in  vaiii, 
By  other  ucamii'eH,  and  that  strength  whifh  Bptingo 
From  a  grent  conflict  nod  a  victory. 
We  talked  ol  this  ;  and  on  our  bendud  knees 
We  bleNsed  the  Gi'eat  Di^ienser  for  tlic  means 
By  whioh  we  both  had  learned  otir  stufnl  aehos 
And  found  the  way  to  a  diviner  lite. 
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So,  whli  my  clin)iton<?d  hMirt  nnd  life,  I  <»iuc 
Butk  In  my  liome,  to  live — i>ei-hnpa  to  die. 
God's  love  lins  been  iii  all  tliis  itiscipliae  ; 
God's  luvi)  hns  iiscd  those  nv-fnl  sinn  oC  mini; 
To  make  me  good  nad  Imppy.     1  «ui  moiiri] 
Over  inj  Uusbaiid  ;  1  Mm  pray  for  him, 
Nny,  I  forgive  liini ;  for  T  kuow  the  power 
With  nhicli  t«mptnlion  comes  to  Btrotiger  men. 
I  know  tliP  ponrpr  with  which  it  come  to  me. 

Aiid  now,  denr  Graee,  niy  Rtory  i«  complete. 
Yon  Iwve  received  it  with  dnmb  ivondcrmeiit. 
And  it  lias  been  too  long.     TuU  me  what  thought 
Stirs  in  your  face,  and  wnits  for  nttcmnce. 


Thftt  I  linvo  suffered  little — trusted  less  ; 
That  I  have  failed  in  chai-ity,  and  Iwen 
XTiijiiBt  to  oil  men — speciiUly  to  oue. 
I  did  nut  think  Uiere'lived  a  man  ou  earth 
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WLo  had  such  virtue  aa  this  frieod  of  joxae, — 
Weak,  and  yet  strong.     'Ttrere  but  humanity 
To  give  him  pity  in  his  awlul  strife ; 
To  Btint  the  meed  of  reverenae  and  praise 
For  liie  triumphant  conqaest  of  himself, 
Were  inftuny-    I  lore  and  honor  him  ; 
AuJ  if  I  knew  my  husband  were  as  strong, 
I  could  full  doivn  before,  and  n-oiship  him  ; 
I  uould  fall  doim,  and  net  his  feet  with  tcu'H — 
Team  penitential  for  the  grievona  uTong 
That  I  have  done  him.     But  nlas  !  itlus ! 
The  thought  comes  bauk  ugiun.    O  Qodin  Hua 
Help  me  with  pationee  to  uwoit  the  hour 
When  the  groat  pui'poae  of  Iby  discipline 
Shall  bo  revealed,  and,  like  this  ohostened  one. 
I  can  behold  it,  and  be  satined. 


ilurk  1     They  are  eaUing  iis  below,  I  think. 


■ 
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SECOXT)  EPISODE. 


PfUCSKri— Jamm.  aunriu,  Itcu>:i[AU,  iinl  ^ihiv  CiiiLuiieH. 

TUE  (lUESTION  ILimTHATED  BY  STOItY. 

Hnve  wo  not  liail  "Button-Button  "  (^umigh, 
Aiid  "ForleitB,"  auil  nil  siicli  siUy  stiilF? 

Well,  we  were  plnyiiiR  "  Bliini-Mmi's^Boff" 

Uotil  70a  tell,  anil  roac  iu  a.  Iiiiff, 
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Aji<I  declare  the  gome  was  too  mde  mid  rough. 
Poor  boj  !    Wliat  a  pity  he  isu't  tougU  ! 


Hu  !  liA  !  ha  I  what  a  pret^  boy  ! 
Piiim's  deliglit,  aud  mamma's  joy  I 
Wouldu't  he  like  to  go  to  bed, 
Ajid  Lave  u  cabbage-leaf  on  his  lioud  ? 


LftDgh,  if  you  like  to  1    Laugh  till  you're  grey  ; 

But  I  guess  you'd  laugh  another  way 

If  you'd  bit  your  toe,  and  fallen  like  me, 

A.nd  cut  a  bloody  gosh  iu  your  knee, 

And  bumped  your  nose  and  bruiaed  your  shm. 

Tumbled  over  the  rolling-pin 

That  rolled  to  the  floor  in  the  awful  din 

That  followed  the  toll  ot  t!ie  row  .>f  tin 

That  atood  HpF>n  the  dresser. 
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SAVU7X- 

Ouess  again — tleur  little  gueaser  I 
You  wtiiJdn't  catch  tUia  boy  lojuiiiig  Ilia  wing, 
Or  wliitung  over  ajiythisg. 
So  sUr  jonr  stoiupa, 
Poi^t  yottT  bumps, 
Get  out  of  your  Jumps, 
And  up  and  at  it  again  ; 
For  the  clock  is  striving  ten, 
And  ButL  will  come  protty  * 
"Go  to  your  beJa 
Ton  sleepy  benils  I" 
So— quick  I     Wliat  ahall  wb  ]ih\j  ? 


I  wouldn't  play  auy  more, 
For  Joseph  is  tired  and  Bore 
With  his  foil  upon  the  floor. 


utdsay 
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Tliea  lie  sliull  t*>Il  n  story. 


Alioiitolil  Mollici- Uor 


No  1     Ti'U  iiR  nuotlicr. 
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Now,  Jo»(i>!i,  yun  bIhiII  lie  gixxl, 

An.l  ilo  aa  joii'J  l»  dono  by ; 

Wi'  ilidii't  nii'ati  to  bo  v>u)e 

WUuo  yoii  tcU  itnil  began  to  crj ; 

We  vtuiteil  to  mnke  yon  forget  yonr  pnin  ; 

But  it  tiYib.  yon,  ftu.i  «o-;i  not  lilnrjb  ii(-.iin. 


BITTERSWEET. 


Well,  if  you'll  aU  sit  etDl. 
And  mil  l)e  [risking  nboiit, 
Nor  tittt^r  a  wliiEper  tiU 
Ynii'va  hoard  mj  stciry  oat, 
m  tell  j:mi  a  tnle  sn  weird 
Ah  ever  yon  lic^i'd  in  your  Uvea, 
Of  a  miui  ^tli  n  long  bine  beard, 
And  tliB  way  lie  troatpd  lii«  wivea 


OI,,  tlint  «-ill  1. 
We'll  Iw  stiU  ni 


C'^nt.iirii's  since  there  ilouriahcd  a  ninn 
(A  omol  old  Tiirtar  aa  rich  ai  Uio  Klini 
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\Vlioae  ensile  was  buiJt  on  a.  splendid  plan, 

■WiUi  gardens  and  groves  imJ  pLmtfttious  ; 
But  Lis  shaggy  board  was  as  blue  as  tUu  sky. 
And  lie  lived  alone,  fur  his  neighltora  wui«  sLy, 
And  Lad  heard  hofd  stories,  by  tliti  by. 
About  Ilia  domestic  reliitioUK. 

Just  oa  the  oppoaito  aide  oi  the  plain 

A  widow  ubodu,  ^th  her  d^ughteis  twuii ; 

And  one  of  them — ^ueither  croBS  uor  saia. — 

Wiui  a  beiiutifal  Uttle  treoeurn  ; 
Si>  he  sent  them  im  iuvitutiou  to  tea. 
And  having  a  uiUiual  wish  to  ana 
Hi"  woudcrful  eustit!  ouil  gu'deus,  liU  three 

^lud  they'd  do  tht-uiselves  the  pleasure. 

Aa  Boon  as  there  happened  it  pleaEunt  day. 
They  dressed  theubelvL's  iu  a  sumptuuoa  wny. 
And  rude  to  the  utuitlu  as  proad  and  gsj 
As  "ilUa  und  jewelfi  could  make  them  ; 
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And  thej  were  reoeaved  in  the  finest  stjK 
And  saw  evi'iything  tliat  wna  wortli  their  while. 
In  the  halls  of  Bine  Benrd's  gi'and  old  piln, 
Where  he  was  so  kind  as  to  take  them. 

The  liiilio  were  all  eiicliitulivl  quite  ; 
For  they  lound  old  Blue  Bennl  so  polite 
That  they  did  not  miSer  at  all  from  fright, 

And  freqaently  colled  thereafter ; 
Then  ha  oS'ereil  to  marry  the  younger  one, 
And  AS  she  was  willing  lUc  tldng  was  done, 
And  celebrated  by  eiII  the  ton 

With  feasting  and  with  laughter. 

Aa  kind  a  husband  aa  ever  was  seen 

Was  Bine  Beard  then,  for  a  month.  I  ween  ; 

And  she  was  aa  proud  as  any  queen, 

And  as  happy  as  she  could  lie,  too  ; 
Bat  her  bnsband  called  her  to  liiin  one  day. 
And  snid,  "  My  dear,  I  am  going  away  ; 
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It  wiil  iiut  be  long  thai  I  shall  at^  t 
Tlitu'i!  is  buaiuess  for  me  to  see  to. 

"  Tlie  keys  of  my  casUo  I  leave  nilli  you  r 

But  it  you  value  my  love,  be  true, 

And  forbear  to  enter  tlw  CluunbeL'  of  Blue  I 

ForewoU,  Fittima  I    Remenibei' !" 
Futima  prouiised  liim  ;  then  she  ma 
To  visit  the  rooms  nith  her  siatcr  Auu  ; 
But  when  she  luul  flmahoil  the  tour,  she  bcgau 

To  thiuk  alwut  the  Blue  Chamber. 

Well,  the  woman  was  ciirioosly  iocliiied. 
So  she  left  her  sister  and  pmdence  behind, 
(With  B  little  eicuse)  and  started  to  find 

The  mjster)'  forbidden. 
She  paustMl  at  the  door  ; — all  was  still  as  night  I 
Sh«  openoil  tt ;  then  tltroiigh  the  ilim  bhio  liglil 
There  hUsttTed  her  vision  the  horrible  sJ^t 

Tliut  <xaa  in  Ihat  eliaiiiber  hidden. 
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'i'lie  roum  wiis  gluuioj  umX  dump  uiul  widu, 
Au(l  the  Uuor  wufi  ivil  with  tlie  bluoUy  tiilu 
Fiuin  liitaiUeiw  wumeu,  laid  eide  by  side. 

The  wives  of  her  lurd  luid  luoster  I 
I'ri^hteiied  and  fuiuting,  she  diuppLtl  lUe  kvy, 
But  nnatA  it  luid  lifted  it  i^uiddy ;  thuu  aliu 
Uiimed  as  awifUy  um  she  cotdd  flee 

From  the  suene  of  the  disaster. 

She  tried  to  forget  the  ten-ible  dead. 

But  ohriuked  wLva  uhe  eikw  Uiut  the  key  wus  led, 

And  uiukenod  lUid  shook  with  uu  awful  divud 

Wheu  she  hetuxl  Bhie  Beard  wus  iMiuiug. 
Uu  did  uut  appear  ti>  u.itiee  her  puiu  ; 
Bat  he  look  his  keyii,  uud  sul'UIj^-  the  atuiu, 
Ue  stopped  iu  tlie  middle  of  Lhu  iciiiuu 

That  he  had  been  quietly  huuiimiig. 

"  MigLly  welt,  mndain  I"  anid  he.  "  miglity  wLiU  I 

Whut  dues  this  Lttlu  bioud-aUiii  tell  ? 

Vou've  Lrukeu  yciiii:  pivutuati  ;  propiu'e  tu  dwuli 
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With  Uie  nirea  I've  hod  before  you  1 
Vou've  broken  your  ptoinise,  aiiil  you  shall  dia," 
Then  Fatimo,  aiippoaing  ker  deutli  was  nigh, 
Fell  OD  her  knees  and  began  to  017, 

"  Have  morcy,  I  implore  you  !" 

"No!"  shouted  Bine  Beard,  drawing  his  sword  1 
"  You  shall  die  this  very  minute,"  he  roared. 
"Grant  me  time  to  prei^ire  to  meet  my  L(»d," 

The  terrified  wonum  entreated. 
"  Only  ten  minutes,"  he  roared  ogmn  ; 
And  holding  his  watch  by  its  great  gold  chain. 
He  marked  on  the  dial  the  [atu!  teu, 

And  retired  till  they  were  completed. 


"  Sister,  oh  sister,  fly  up  to  the  tower  I 
Look  for  release  from  this  murderer's  power  I 
Our  brothers  should  be  here  this  very  hoar ; 

Speak  ]    Does  there  come  nssistattce  I" 
■•  No  :  I  see  uothiug  but  sheep  on  the  UiU.** 
"Look  ugaiu.  sistur  1"     "  I'm  looldag  stiJl, 
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But  naught  oou  I  M«,  nkelliei  good  or  ill. 
Save  a  flurry  of  tltuil  in  the  diistucce." 

"Time's  apl"   sliouttid  Blue  Heard,  out  fi'uui   liiii 

"Tkia  mouuiut  ahail  witueaa  jout  terrible  doom, 
\ud  give  you  a  dwelling  witUm  tliu  room 

Wliuse  secrets  joii  Imve  iuvodeiL" 
"Gomes  tliere  no  Lelp  for  my  terrible  need  ?" 
"There  iiro   horaeiaen  tiruin  ridiug  hither   with 

"  Oh  I  tell  them  to  ride  very  fast  indeed, 
Or  I  most  meet  death  unaided." 


"  Time's  fully  up  I    Now  have  doue  with    your 

piiyer," 
Shouted  Blui!  Beard,  swIugLug  his  Hwoid  oil   llie 

Theu  he  entered,  and  giiusped  ht^r  beadtifitl  hair. 

Swung  his  glitt«i'iii|,'  uoupuu  around  him  ; 
But  a  loud  kiiock  liUi^  al  tlie  uaatle  gate, 
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And  yalima  weis  saved  from  lier  bomble  fnte. 
Voi  shocked  with  stirpvise  lie  pnused  too  late  ; 
And  tbca  tbe  two  soldiers  foimd  hiui. 


They  wei-e  her  brothel's,  and  ^llick  us  thuy  knev 
Whiit  tlip  fiend  wos  doing,  their  swords  they  drew. 
And  attacked  him  fiercely,  and  ran  him  throiigli. 

So  lliat  soon  he  was  mortally  wounded. 
With  a  \ri!d  remorae  waa  liis  conscienee  fUlmt 
When  he  thought  of  the  hapless  m  vos  he  hnil  killed ; 
But  quickly  the  In^  of  his  blooil  was  »|iilled. 

And  hia  dying  groan  wiia  TOiindeil. 


As  soon  as  Fatima  reL-civeruil  fi-o:n  fright, 

She  embraced  her  brothers  with  great  dehftht  i 

And  they  were  as  glad  and  as  giuteful  quite 

As  she  WHS  gliid  and  grateful. 
Then  Uiey  all  went  out  from  that  scene  of  pain. 
And  songlit  in  quietude  to  regain 
Their  jnittds,  wbieli  had  come  to  be  quite  insane 

lu  a  place  so  hoirid  and  hateful. 
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TwA3  a  private  funerftl  Blue  Beard  bod ; 
For  llie  people  knew  lie  was  very  bad, 
And,  tliougli  they  aaid  ootUing,  they  all  were  glad 

For  the  fall  of  the  evil-doei ; 
fiat  Pntimii  firat  ordered  some  gmvea  to  be  mnde, 
Aud  there  the  anfortunate  ladies  were  laid, 
And  afler  some  paiufid  mouths,  \vitU  the  aid 

Of  her  frienda,  her  spirits  came  to  her. 

Tlieu  alio  cheered  the  hearts  uf  the  siiiTei'iiig  poor, 
And  an  aoie  oE  laud  orouud  each  door, 
And  a  uow  oiid  &  couple  of  sheep,  or  more. 

To  her  tenantry  ahe  granted.  • 

So  all  of  them  Lad  enough  to  cut, 
And  their  lore  for  her  wao  so  complete 
They  would  kiss  the  dual,  from  lii:r  littlu  feet. 

Or  do  aHjtiiing  she  wauted. 


Capitur:    Capital !    Wasn't  it  good  I 
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I  akould  like  to  have  been  her  brother ; 

And  If  I  bad  been,  jou  11107  Sues!)  tliure  would 

Ilnvo  linen  linlu  work  (or  llie  other. 

I'll  huvQ  mil  him  right  through  the  heart,  jiist  ant 

Aiid  cut  off  his  head  nt  a.  single  biow, 

AjiiI  killed  liiin  ao  quicklj  he'd  uever  Imiitv 

Wluil  it  nus  tUftt  struck  him,  ivuiililu'l  I  Jue  ? 


You  are  VQi*y  bmvo  with  yoiir  bragging  tongue  ; 
But  if  you  had  been  tliere,  you'd  Luve  eujig 

A  very  diflwint  tune. 
Poor  Bhie  Beard  1    He  would  have  been  ofmid 
Of  a  htUe  boy  with  n  penknife  blnilo. 

Or  a  tiiiy  pewter  spoon  I 


It  makes  no  diffi^reuce  wLiit  yon  su; 
(Ptt^tlj  Uttle  boy,  nfmid  t,i  [jlujl) 
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But  it  served  liim  rightly  aiiy  wny. 

Anil  guve  hJm  joat  Uia  due. 
And  wasn't  it  good  that  his  little  wife 
Bbould  live  in  Ui±  sxAX'i  tlie  rust  of  lier  life. 

And  liavp  oil  liis  money  tuo  ? 


I'm  tliinking  of  tlie  ladies  whrt 
Were  lying  in  tliu  Ohamber  Bine, 
With  all  theii'  Hmull  necka  cut  in  two. 


I  ae»  Uiem  lying,  linlf  a  score, 
Ic  a  long  row  npon  the  floor, 
Their  cold,  whita  boaoma  marked  with  g 

Iknow  the  sweet  Futimn  would 
Have  put  thtir  heads  on  if  she  could  ; 
And  made  thorn  Hvo— she  was  so  gofxl  -, 
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And  WTUih(!i1  their  faces  at  tlie  sink  ; 
But  Blue  BeanT  v/ns  not  sane,  I  tliink  ; 
I  reciinli-i-  i;  lit!  'Till  not  diiuU  1 

For  no  mHii  in  liis  jiroper  mind 
WotUd  b"  80  cnielly  molined 
As  to  kill  iudies  'wlio  were  kind. 


{Slrpplng  Jiincard  vilk  D»» 

Stoij  and  oomment  aUke  are  bod  ; 
These  UtUe  follows  iu-e  roving  mod 

With  thinking  what  they  should  do, 
Supposing  thoir  sunny-eyed  sister  hiul 
Given  her  heart— and  her  head— to  a  lad 
Like  tlie  man  with  the  Beard  of  Blue. 
Each  htUe  jacket 
Lt  now  a  pocket 
Of  mnrdei'oua  thoughts  and  fandes ; 
Oh,  the  gentle  trade 
By  nhich  fionds  are  made 
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WiUi  Ibc  rendj'  itiil 

or  tliese  bloovly  old  romances ! 
Ami  tlie  little  girt  tftkes  the  wouiilu'b  tnm, 
Anil  thinlta  that  the  old  ciirmuilgeon 
\VLo  owneil  a  castle,  and  rolled  in  gold 
Over  fields  and  gnrdtEia  lUBiiifokl, 
And  kept  in  hia  house  a  familj  tnmb, 
With  his  bowling  conrsoand  his  billiard -roon 
Where  he  oould  preaervM  his  preuioiia  dead. 
Who  took  the  kise  ot  the  bridal  bed 
Ytom  one  nho  straightvmy  took  theu'  head, 
And  threw  it  away  with  the  pair  ot  gloTCfi 
lu  which  he  wedded  Ids  huploKt  lovef, 

Had  some  esLcnsp  fnr  bia  dudgeon. 


We  leiim  l\v  contrnat  to  admire 
The  beautv  thai  encduiins  us  ; 
And  Imow  thi)  olyect  of  desire 
By  that  which  piuni  ua. 
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The  TosnH  liliixtiing  ot  tlio  door. 

The  lapse  ot  leiity  Jana, 
Tb(3  singiug  liii'ds,  Uic  siiiiny  sUore, 
The  suauuer  mcKui : — 


All  tliese  etitrniic«  the  e;e  or  ear 

By  innate  gnu^e  and  diunn  ; 
But  o'er  tlmm  reitcliing  tlii'otigh  the  yeat 
Hangs  Wuiter'a  ann, 

To  give  to  utemoty  the  taga, 

TLo  index  of  oiir  bliss, 
And  show  by  coutnist  how  divine 
Tlie  Bi 


From  cliilling  blaala  oud  stormj  al 

BiLre  hills  and  icj  ^treoius, 
Touulied  iuto  foitest  hie  arise 
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Aud  virtue  sever  seema  so  (air 

As  wbeu  we  Uft  oiir  giute 
Fi'om  the  rod  oyes  uud  blood;  hair 
That  vice  dLsplnja. 

Wt'  aie  too  low, — ouv  eyes  too  durk 

Xiove'H  height  Ui  catiimitc, 
BuTe  aa  tec  note  the  sunken  mark 
Ot  bnilal  Hate. 

So  this  ensangnined  tide  shall  move 

Aright  each  little  clreoinfir, 
And  Blue  Befird  teitch  them  how  to  love 
The  sweet  Fittima. 

They  hate  Ids  crimes,  and  it  ifl  well ; 

Thej  pity  those  who  died  ; 
Their  sense  of  justice  when  he  fell 
Was  sotiHfitid. 
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No  fierce  revenges  ore  Uie  fmit 

OF  their  just  mdjgnatiou ; 
Thfj  ait  in  Judgment  on  the  bnite. 

And  eoiidemnatiiin  ; 

Ami  tiiTD  tu  \ii-t,  liiK  li-a'iied  wifti, 
Hur  deeds  bo  kiud  and  hiunan  ; 
And  love  the  beantj  of  her  lile, 
And  bless  the  -wnmao. 


Tliat  is  Uie  iraj  I  Buppoae  yon  would  twist  it ; 
And  now  thftt  the  Imjs  are  disposed  of, 
And  the  moral  so  luindsorocly  dosed  oGT. 
What  do  jou  say  of  the  gici  ?    Thnt  she  misseil  it 
When  she  thouelit  of  old  Blue  Beard  as  some  dool 

JndfW, 
Who  with  this  notion  essay  to  delude  lis : 
That  when  h«  relented, 
And  fiercely  repeated. 
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He  WBs  liarillj  hi  IpiuI 

As  lip  comiuoiily  luul 

The  fortune  to  be  rpjiicseuied  ? 


The  nnblest  pity  in  tlie  earth 

lalhnt  bestowed  on  sia. 
T!ie  Gi-ent  Snlviitioii  liml  its  birth 
Tliiitnilli  within. 

The  frirl  i«  iiFnrcst  God,  in  fact ; 

The  boy  gives  crime  its  due; 
Slie  bliunoc  tjie  antlior  of  the  act. 
And  pities  too. 

Tlius,  from  this  Etrange  esoesa  of  wvoni 

Her  lendei-  heart  lins  cmight 
The  noblest  truth,  the  awcetc«t  song, 
TliP  Sariour  taught. 
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Uo,  more  than  measured  homily. 
Of  sage,  or  priaat,  or  proooher, 
Is  this  mid  tale  of  orueity 

Love's  gentLa  tenuher. 

Tl  tells  of  aiii,  its  deep  remorse, 

Ita  fitting  recompense. 
And  vindientes  the  tardy  conwe 
Of  Prorideuee. 


TLeae  boyish  bosoma  axe  on  fire 

With  cliiYalrio  possefaion. 
And  bum  vrith  jiist  and  miuily  iio 
Against  oppression. 

The  glory  and  the  grate  of  life, 

And  love's  auqiassiug  sweetness 

Rise  from  the  monster  lo  the  wife 

In  liit;li  coiupleteneas ; 


And  thence  look  down  willi  mercy's  ejo 

On  ain'a  luxurst  abuscH, 
AnJ  wwlr  W  wrent  troin  charity 
Some  fail  cJieuses. 


These  greedy  moutlia  are  iviitcrinR 
V'lt  the  fruit  within  the  bnsket ; 
And  although  thej  wiU  not  ask  it, 
Their  jack-knives  nil  are  burning 
And  their  eager  hands  are  yuaming 

For  the  peeiing  and  the  qnartering. 
So  let  119  liATe  done  with  our  talk  ; 
For  they  are  too  tired  to  aay  their  prayere. 
And  the  time  ia  come  they  should  walk 
From  the  story  below  to  the  atory  up  BtoirB. 


I 


THIRD    MOVEMENT. 


DRAMATIC. 


THE    THIRD    MOVEMENT. 


-Daito,  Both,  Johw,  Pnva,  Pncni 


TUE  QUESTION  ILLUSTRATED  BY  TIIK 
DENOUEMENT. 


Siuce  the  old  genUemnn  retired  to  berl, 
Things  have goneHtrangely.  Daviil,  here,  iind  Rutli, 
Hitve  'wasted  thirty  miuutes  iiiidere:roiind 
In  eipiomlions.     One  would  think  the  houaa 
Covered  the  entmncfl  of  the  Miimmolh  Cuve, 
And  thej  had  lost  themaelves.     MU17  nnd  GraiM 
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BtiU  liolil  Uieir  aluunbeT  aa&  their  cnnrerenne, 

And  poiic  into  encli  otiier'u  greed;  ears 

Tlieir  stream  of  toUc,  wUuse  tow,  monotonoai  \\»m 

Would  liiU  to  Bliuaber  nny  Htona  but  tliia. 

Tke  cliildreo  are  plny-tire<I  and  gone  to  be<I ; 

And  one  ma-j  know  by  looking  i-oimd  the  room 

Their  place  u(  sijurt  was  here.     And  wo.  pliun  folk, 

Who  have  no  gift  of  apaecli,  especially 

On  themes  which  wo  a'ld  none  may  midi:rstiiii>L 

Have  ynwned  and  nodded  in  the  great  nqnare  room. 

And  wondered  if  the  parted  family 

Would  ever  meet  agnin. 


Jolm,  (111  yon  see 
The  agiple-s  nud  the  cider  on  the  henrtli  ? 
If  t  rememl>i>r  rightly,  yon  discuss 
Such  tliemes  as  thoae  with  noticeable  zast 
And  plenaiLut  tokens  of  intelligonoe ; 


BITTER-SWEET. 

IlaUier  prererring  scuutj'  uuiapaiij- 

To  Uie  full  eiivle.     Bo.  sir,  take  tUij  1e»J, 

Aod  hdp  foiiraelf, 

JOHK. 

Aje  I    That  1  will.  ouJ  gi-. 


Your  w( 
tn  tliG  ol 


liome  inviUtion  curreucj, 

-tftsliioned  wny.   Come  !  Hflp  yunrselvi-M 


{Ltelaif  out  n/Oic  ■ufn./.iw. 

The  groiiud  is  thick  with  sleet,  aud  atill  it  Mb  I 
The  atuosphore  is  pluu^g  like  the  sea 
Agiunsl  the  \roods,  utd  pouring  on  the  night 
The  roftr  of  breakerji,  while  the  blintliug  spray 
O'erlenps  the  bamei',  and  comea  drifting  on 
In  lines  oa  level  ae  the  window-bjira. 
Whftt  curious  visions,  in  a  night  like  this. 
Will  the  eye  coujure  from  tho  rocka  and  tree& 
And  zigzag  fences  !     I  was  almost  sura 
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I  aaw  ft  man  Btaggoriog  nlong  tlic  roA<l 
A  mODieiit  suae  ;  bat  iOBtantlj-  Ibe  shape 
Dtiopped  from  1115  aigbt.     Uurk !    Was  not  Uuit  a 


GctwecD  in;  eje»  anil  e«n  to  pby  me  trioks. 
Else  waodera  there  abroad  some  luiplesa  aoal 


Aod  witli  nnsteadjr  essay  atrivee  to  breast 

The  tempcsL     Hash !    Did  yon  not  bear  that  017  ? 

Quick,  brothers  I    We  mnst  ont,  and  give  our  aid. 

Nona  but  a  dying  amt  despiuiiog  man 

Rver  gave  utterance  to  a  ct;  like  tlinL 

Nov.  wait  tor  nothing.     FoUuw  me  I 


AIna! 
Who  can  he  be,  who  on  a  night  liku  this. 
And  on  this  night,  of  all  uigltts  in  the  rear, 

HulfU  to  tb.-  hiijhwiiT,  homeless? 


IilTTKi:-.-iWEET.  1 

PBUDENoa 

Probably 
Some  Deighboi  8tari«d  from  his  home  ia  qunat 
Of  a  pliyaioian ;  or,  more  likely  still. 
Some  poor  inebriittc,  sadly  overcome 
By  his  sod  keeping  of  tlie  holiday. 
I  bupe  they'll  give  him  quarters  iu  the  bum ; 
U  he  sleep  here,  tliere'll  be  no  pleep  for  me. 


I'll  not  believo  it  was  a  man  at  oil  \ 
David  and  Butb  ore  always  seeing  Hiiiiga 
That  no  one  else  sees. 


I  see  plainly  ui 
What  we  ahall  all  hoc  plainly,  soon  enough. 
The  man  Li  dead,  and  they  ore  bearing  him 
Ks  it  he  mere  a  log.     Quick  !     Rtii'  the  fim. 
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Aiul  olear  the  settle  1    We  must  Itij  liiin  there. 

I  iriU  briug  cocdiala,  and  flannel  stufia 

With  wluch  to  chafe  liim  ;  open  wide  the  door. 

[Re  wm  oUir,  (cannf  a  tody  ajiparoidy  IjjUui,  ukic'i  (Aqr  (j| 


Now  do  m;  bidding,  oidei'ly  and  swift ; 

And  we  maj  eavo  from  death  a  fellow  num. 

Peter,  reheve  him  of  those  frozen  shoes. 

And  wrap  hia  feot  in  flanneL    This  wuj-,  Biith  I 

Adstinist^r  tlint  cordial  yourself. 

John,  you  are  strong,  and  thatrough  luiod  i>t  .Viiiiii' 

Will  cluie  liim  well.     Work  with  a  will,  I  siiy  ! 

My  hand  is  ou  hie  heart,  and  I  con  feel 
Both  warmth  aud  motion.     If  we  persevere. 
He  will  be  snTed.     Work  wiib  a  will,  I  say  '. 

A  groan  7    Ha !    That  is  good     Another  groan  I 
Better  and  better  t 


i^Bd^ 

BUTJiR-SWEET.                      m 

1 

BUXH. 

fl 

It  is  down  ftt  bat  I— 

H 

A  siMjontiii  of  the  cordiftL     His  bi-ealli 

^1 

UomfB  feebly,  liut  is  wiinn  upon  my  lumd. 

I 

d™. 

1 

Give  him  brisk  trfatmeiit.  and  persiHU'ut,  iao  ; 

1 

And  we  bIihU  he  rcwaitled  pi'esetitlj, 

■ 

Por  tliera  in  life  in  liim. 

H 

H 

Ho  Uioves  his  lii« 

■ 

And  ti-iea  tt.  sptjik. 

H 

H 

And  now  he  opens  liis  eyes. 

H 

What  eyua  1     How  iirujidei-ing  mid  wild  they  lU*  1 

H 

[Ta  llit  HTia<eir. 

H 

We  tti'B  your  fi-ioniU.    We  fouud  you  osiTcouia 

H 

By  the  cold  storm  without,  and  bronght  you  in. 

H 

We  are  yoiu>  friends,  I  s«y  ;  so  be  at  eaue. 

I 

^^^^^^ 

1 
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AJiil  let  iu  (111  aoconliiig  to  yoiu'  uouJ. 
Wliftt  is  jrour  wiah  ? 


^ 


My  trieadB  ?    0  God  in  Hi'svuu  I 
Thcj'TO  clieatej  me  I     I'm  ill  tlie  liospitd. 
Oh,  it  \ros  cruel  to  deceive  me  thus  i 
No,  joa  are  not  ray  frieutls.     What  bitter  pain 
IlackH  mj  poor  body  ! 


Poor  man,  how  he  raven  I 
Let  us  be  silent  while  the  narmth  and  wine 
Provoke  his  duggiah  blood  to  steady  flow, 
And  each  dead  tsense  cornea  back  to  life  agnin< 
O'er  the  same  i>nth  of  torture  which  it  tiod 
When  it  went  out  from  him.     He'll  slumber  aoon. 
And,  when  he  wakens,  we  may  talk  with  him. 


BlTTEil-SWEIiT. 


Shall  I  ut>t  call  IIiH  riuuU;  1    I  tltlDk 
tiaxy  and  Grace  miist  bolU  be  vety  oold  ; 
.4nJ  tliey  know  uotliiug  ol  tliis  atnuige  affair. 
I'll  wait  tliem  at  tbu  IwiJiug. 
Tbuu-  idlL'iit  eiitriuice. 


Ifitpleoae  yon— well. 

UDBrci  rtlfrei,  and  ndinu  Witt  OSiiat 


UABT. 

We  !i.w.l  uctliing  of  it-Gi 

Ho'v  blue  011(1  til 


Why 

WLnt  a  [■niliiveroiiB  liaud 


At  his  firet  irilil  awUikiiig  he  liemottued 
Hid  [iuiciiHl  dmiLQce  m  u  huHpittJ  ; 
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And  ainoa  lie  spoke  so  stniugclj,  I  hava  tkouglit 
Qu  may  liuve  fled  a  miul-iioiiae.     Jfattos  nut  I 
We\e  done  our  duty,  and  pruaerved  liia  life.  ■ 


SliaU  I  distiu'b  liira  if  1  look  id  him  ♦ 
rm  atmugelj'  ciuioiis  to  seo  his  faoe. 


Oo.     Move  you  carefully,  and  briug  ua  word 
WLotLer  !ie  sleeps. 

Wliy  1    Whnt  ails  the  girl  ? 
I  thought  her  ucrres  were  iron,    Dush  lier  brow 
And  buthe  hor  t«mp!es  I 


BITTEIIHWEET. 


The  man  is  speakiug.     Hash  1 


Oil,  what  a  lieavealj  dream  1    But  it  is  post, 
Like  all  my  lieavenly  dreama,  lot  uever  more 
iiliaU  dream  Buti:aaueiuB.     DeatliliaHuevei'dreimui, 
But  everloetiiig  wakefuliieaB,    The  eye 
Of  the  quick  apirit  that  haa  (Irojijjed  tlm  Ueali 
May  uluse  no  more  io  sluiulier. 


I  mast  die  I 
This  painless  spell  which  biuds  uiy  weary  limbs — 
This  \ieiuia  inefluble  of  soul  and  seuae — 
Is  diswlulioa'a  herald,  and  gives  uute 
That  life  is  couquered  aiid  the  stiiiggle  o'er. 
Bnt  1  had  hoped  to  see  \,<-x  ere  I  died  ; 
To  kaeel  for  pardou,  aud  uuplure  one  kiss, 
Pledge  to  my  suul  that  iii  the  coining  heaveu 
We  shuiild  uut  meet  aa  atrangei-a,  but  rejuin 


192 


BITTERSWEET. 


Our  lieariB  ami  livea  ao  mndly  suadei^  liero, 
Tlirougli  fault  and  beak  of  inina     But  it  is  wi'll ; 
(rod's  will  Im!  iloiie  I 

I  (Iretuucd  tliat  I  hod  renclied 
Tlie  old  red  [orm-liotUie,^tliiit  I  saw  tlie  liglit 
rioming  Bs  brightly  as  iu  nlbet  times 
It  flushed  the  bitcheu  windows ;  and  thut  lonun 
Were  Hlidiug  to  and  fro  in  joyous  life, 
Restloss  to  give  me  welcome.     Then  I  dreniiied 
Of  the  dear  woman  who  want  out  with  mu 
One  sweet  spring  moruiaig,  in  her  own  sweet  sjiriiig, 

To wi'etoheduess  aud  ruin  1    Oh,  torgivt — 

Dear,  pitying  Christ,  forgive  this  cruel  wrong, 
And  let  me  die  I    Oh,  lot  me — let  me  die  I 
Mary  1  my  Mary  I    Could  you  only  know 
How  I  have  auEferod  aince  1  fled  from  you, — 
How  I  have  son'owed  tlu-oiigh  long  mouUia  of  pnia, 
And  ptnyad  for  pai-doD,— you  woxild  pardon  me. 


I 


Mary,  wjiat  meous  this  ?     D-jcs  1ib  dronm  iJone, 
Or  ore  we  dn.<iuuing  ? 


Edwuril,  T  am  Le(v! 
I  am  your  Mary  !    Know  yon  not  my  fate  'I 
My  hnsband,  Bpeak  Ui  me  1    Oh,  speak  once  i 
Tills  k  no  dream,  bul  kiu'l  I'calil.y. 


\,ttaitmf  <tiiue(/'.  and  (wkinf  imMIy  arat 

Yon,  Maiy  ?    Ih  this  heaven,  ami  am  1  dond  ? 
I  did  not  know  you  died  :  when  did  yon  die  ? 
And  John  and  Peter,  Grace  and  Utile  Kiith 
Orown  to  a  woman  ;  me  they  lui  willi  yon  ? 
"Cis  TCiy  strange  !    O  pity  mc,  my  friends ! 
For  God  has  pitied  me,  and  pardoned,  bx) : 
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Elfie  I  should  not  be  here.     Nay,  you  blipt 

Aud  look  on  mo  witli  swl  neverity. 

Hiivc  J'on  110  pawlouiug  won! — no  amilti  I< 


This  is  not  Heaven's  but  Eortli's  realitj  ; 
ThiBisthefonn-liousc — Utefle  yonr  wife  and  tricnds. 
I  hold  your  hand,  imd.  I  forgive  you.  all. 
Fray  you  recline  I    You  are  not  strong  enoogk 
To  bear  this  yet. 

0  toiling  heart  I    O  sick  and  sinkiug  heart  1 

Give  me  one  hour  of  service,  ere  I  die  I 

This  is  no  di-uom.    This  hand  Ja  prectoos  flesh, 

And  I  am  here  where  I  have  prayed  to  be. 

My    God,  I  thank  thee  I    Thou  boat  heard   luy 

prayer. 
And,  in  ita  onswor,  given  me  a  pledge 
Of  the  acceptance  of  my  penitence. 
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How  have  I  yearned  for  thia  one  priceless  lioiu'  1 
Cling  to  me,  dearest,  wliile  my  teet  go  domi 
luto  the  sileiit  Htream  ;  nor  loose  your  bold, 
Till  augeLg  ckap  me  on  Uie  otber  side. 


Edward,  you  are  not  dying — aiuat  not  die  j 
For  only  now  me  we  prepared  to  live. 
Ton  mnat  have  quiet,  and  a.  niglit  of  rest. 
Be  silent,  if  you  love  me  I 


If  I  love  ? 
Ah.  Mary  I    never  till  tliis  blesaed  hour, 
Wlieu  power  and  pnssion,  lust  and  pride  nre  gmio, 
Hftvu  I  perceived  wliat  wedded  love  may  lie ; — 
Unutterable  fonduew,  soul  loi-  sool ; 
Profoimdest  teudomees  between  two  benrta 
Allied  by  nature,  iut^Tlockcd  by  life. 


im  lilTTKllSWlCET. 

I  knQw  that  I  shall  ilie  ;  but  the  low  doiids 
Thiit  closed  my  mental  viaiou  have  retirod, 
And  left  &  sky  (w  clenr  and  cilui  ns  Hcuven, 
I  miist  ttdk  now,  or  never  more  an  earth  : 
So  do  not  hinder  me. 


That  I  can  gratify  ?    Have  you  any  wjrda 
To  Bend  to  other  friends  ? 


I  hiive  no  trieudB 
Bat  you  and  these,  and  only  wiali  to  lenvo 
My  worthless  name  and  inecioiy  redeemed 
Within  yout  lieorta  to  pitying  respect 
I  have  nil  ati'ength,  and  it  becomes  me  not, 
To  tell  the  story  of  my  life  of  sin. 
1  ivns  n  dnmkard,  thief,  adulterer ; 
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And  fled  friim  aluune,  mth  Hliame,  lo  fijid  I'l'Dioree 
I  Lad  but  few  moutlis  o(  (lubauulierr, 
PiU'sned  mth  mad  intent  to  dnm])  or  Jiawu 
The  fliuuea  of  a  consiuaiug  consuiouoe,  wlioii 
My  body,  poisoned,  cripjtled  l>y  disi'isc, 
Kefuaed  Uie  guilty  service  of  my  soul, 
And  atmid-ilay  tell  prone  upon  tho  street. 
Thence  I  was  curried  to  a  hospitiil, 
And  there  I  woke  to  that  delii-ium 
\Vhich  none  but  druukards  this  side  of  the  pit 
May  even  dream  oL 

But  at  lust  there  came, 
With  ftbetineucc  and  kindJy  meilicinea, 
Beleose  from  pun,  and  peaceful  eauitv  : 
And  then  Christ  found  me,  ready  (iir  His  liand. 
I  WHS  not  ready  for  Him  when  He  cnuiu 
And  asked  me  for  my  youth;  and  when  Ho  knociljer 
At  my  heart's  door  in  manhood's  early  prime 
With  teuderest  monitions,  I  debarred 
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His  wniting  feet  with  promi^r?  avA  uxouse : 
Aijii  when,  in  otter  yuara,  absorbed  in  ain, 
TUo  gentle  Biimmuns  swelled  to  thtmd(<ring9 
Tliiit  eclioed  tliroagh  the  diuiabera  of  my  soiil 
With  tlireuts  of  vengeADce,  £  tihat  up  mv  i^iire ; 
And  then  He  went  awnj,  and  let  me  ru^h 
Witlioiit  arrest,  or  protest,  towivnl  the  pit. 
I  made  swift  passage  downward,  till,  at  length, 
I  had  become  a  miserable  wreck — 
Plonaiire  behind  nie  ;  only  pain  before  ; 
My  life  lived  out  ;  the  9rea  of  pos^oa  diuid  ; 
Without  a  friend ;  no  pride,  no  power,  no  hopo  ; 
No  motive  in  me,  e'en  to  wish  for  lite. 
Then,  as  I  said,  Ohrist  cnrae,  with  Bteru  itad  sod 
Reminders  ol  Hia  meri^y  mid  my  goift, 
And  the  donr  (ell  liefoie  Him. 


And  trod  the  wildomr's-es  of 
For  many  dnya.     ThL'ii  frnrn 


D}TTER8WliKT.  m\ 

Tortured  oiid  blja<k-il,  I  plunged  madly  down 
Into  tiie  Bulleo  bosom  of  dcsiiiur  ; 
But  strength  from  Heaven  was  given  nic,  and  prtv 

eerred 
Breath  in  my  bosom,  till  u  light  sti'eiuucd  <tp 
Upon  the  other  shore,  and  I  atnick  out 
On  the  cold  waters,  Btniggling  for  my  lite. 
Fiiiuting  1  reached  tlifi  beat-h,  and  on  ray  Unces 
Climbed  'ip  the  tLoruy  hill  of  peiiilcnee,  '' 

Till  I  could  see,  npon  ita  distant  brow, 
The  Saviour  beck'niug.     Then  I  ntn — I  Hew — 
And  gmaped  bis  outstretched  hand.     It  lifled  mc 
High  on  the  everlaBting  rock,  and  then 
It  folded  me,  with  all  my  griefs  and  tears, 
Mj  sin-sick  body  and  mj  gnilt-atniued  soid. 
To  tlie  great  heai-t  thnt  (hrnbs  tor  all  the  world. 


DcfW  Lord,  T  bless   Uiee  !     Tlitm    hast  heard   mj 
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Aud  saved  the  ivnndereT  !    Heai  it  u 


And  lengthen  ont  the  hfc  thou  hast  redeemed 


1 


Mar;,  m;  irife,  forbear  I    I  nu;  not  give 
Beaponaa  to  socli  petition.     1  have  prayed 
Tlmt  I  may  (lie.    When  fiiBt  the  love  Divine 
i^Received  me  on  its  bosom,  imd  in  mine 
I  felt  the  B|]ringing  of  another  life, 
I  begged  the  Lord  to  giiuit  me  two  ve()iteati — 
The  first  that  I  might  die,  tmd  in  tlmt  worhl 
Where  passion  sleeps,  anil  only  influence 
Fnun  Hicn  imd  thoae  who  clustui'  at  His  throne 
Breathes  on  the  suol,  the  gei'm  of  His  great  life. 
Bursting  within  me,  might  be  pcrtettud. 
The  second,  thiit  your  life,  my  love,  and  mine, 
Might  be  once  more  imited  on  the  earth 
In  holy  marriage,  and  lliat  mine  might  be 
Brenthed  out  iit  hist  wiUiin  yonr  loving  arms. 


I 


RiTTicu-swicm: 

One  prayer  is  grouted,  luul  the  other  wsits 
But  a  brief  space  for  its  itciroropliBhrneut. 


But  why  this  pniycr  to  die  ?     Still  loving  ra 
With  the  great  motive  for  dusiring  life, 
Aiid  the  deep  secret  of  enjoyraent  won, — 
Wlij  })ruy  tor  Aenth  ? 


Do  you  not  know  me,  Miirj  ? 
I  sua  afraid  to  live,  for  1  am  wenk. 
I've  fonud  a  treasure  only  life  ean  steal ; 
Tve  won  a  jewel  only  death  will  ke>i|i. 
In  EuaU  a  heoii  rs  mine,  the  priceless  pearl 
"Would  not  be  sufe.     That  which  I  wimlil  not  tuke 
When  health  was  with  me, — which  1  apurued  awuj 
So  long  as  I  bod  power  to  sin,  I  fear 
Wiiaid  be  surrendered  with  tliat  power's  return. 
And  the  temptation  to  its  esercise. 
For  Bool  bke  mine,  dist-nsed  in  every  iwu-t. 
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TUriro  is  bat  one  comUtiou  in  which  grace 
M:iy  give  it  Bervioe.     For  my  main  Jj 
Tlie-Oreal  Pliysioinn  draws  Uie  blood  avray 
Tbftt  only  flows  to  feod  ite  baleful  firi!s ; 
For  only  thiis  the  biilsiiiii  wid  Uic  balm 
M:(y  touch  tlio  spriags  of  healing. 

So  I  prey 
To  bo  dtlivereJ  ti'ora  myself, — to  be 
Delivered  from  necessiirr  of  ill, — 
To  be  secured  from  bringing  harm  to  yon. 
Oh,  what  a  booa  is  death  to  the  sick  sonl  t 
I  greet  it  with  a  joy  that  passes  speech. 
Were  the  whole  world  to  como  before  me  now, — 
Wealth  witli  its  treasures ;  Pleasure  with  its  om> : 
Powor  robed  in  purple ;  Beaubf  in  its  pride. 
And  witli  Love's  swootast  blossoms  garlanded  ; 
Fume  witli  its  bays,  and  Qluij  with  its  crowu, 
To  tompt  me  lifuword,  I  would  turn  away. 
And  sti'etf^b  inj  hand^  with  ntt^  e3gv?mer.3 
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Toward  tho  pale  augel  wuiting  for  me  nov 
Aud  give  my  himil  to  him,  to  bo  led  out, 
B«rencl7  siugiug,  to  the  land  of  shade. 


Edward,  I  yield  jou.     I  woiUd  not  retain 
Oue  who  has  strayed  so  luug  fi<orii  Gud  luid  hearen, 
When  his  weak  feet  liiiTC  luuiid  the  only  puth 
0|jeu  fur  aueli  as  he. 


My  strength  recedi's 
But  ere  it  fail,  tell  rae  how  tores  your  Ufe, 
Yon  have  seen  sorrow  )  but  it  comfurta  me 
To  hear  tlie  language  of  a  chasteued  soul 
Fcum  one  perverted  by  ray  giiilty  hand. 
You  speak  the  dinJect  of  tho  redeemed — 
The  Heaven-aucepted.     TeU  me  it  is  bo, 
And  yt'ii  ari'  hiijipy. 
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With  awect  hope  und  triiBt 
r  nifty  reply,  'tia  as  you  tliink  and  wish. 
I  have  seen  sorrow,  surely,  iind  tLu  more 
That  I  have  seen  what  was  far  worau  ;  but  G'hI 
Sent  hia  (ivm  servant  to  rae  to  restore 
Sly  sadly  strewing  feet  to  the  enre  path  ; 
Aud  in  my  aool  I  have  Uie  pledge  of  graca 
Wliich  Bliail  sufScB  to  keep  them  Uiere, 


Ah,  joy  I 
You  foniid  a  friend  ;  aud  my  o'erflowiiig  heart. 
Welling  with  gratitude,  poiiw  ont  U>  him 
For  his  kind  ministiy  its  fitting  roi.<e(I. 
Oh,  bt«Athe  his  name  to  ms,  that  my  poor  lipa 
May  buid  it  to  a  beniaoii,  and  that. 
While  dying.  I  niay  whisper  it  wiQi  throi? — 
Joara  and  Mary — which  I  lore  the  h<-!it. 
Name  him,  I  pray  yoii. 


JiirriiiiamcEr. 


Toil  would  usk  of  me 
To  bear  yonr  UionkB  to  liim,  iroil  l«  rebcarse 
VoiiT  liying  wotcIb  ? 


He  aska  roiir  good  friend'a  i 
Von  do  not  understand  him. 


It  is  linnl 
To  give  dciiiul  to  n  d,ving  viali ; 
Rut,  Edwai-d,  Tve  no  riglit  to  bjw-uI;  liis  luiroe 
Ho  was  a  CluiBtliui  man,  and  ;oii  mny  give 
Of  tile  full  i.'U'gesB  of  yonr  gmtitude 
All.  witlimil  robbing  God,  yon  Imfo  to  give. 
And  tiul,  e'en  t.neu.  of  worthy  recompeoise. 
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Nay,  Mury,  ti>ll  it  liim  I 
WlicM'c  ta  he  going  he  elioulil  bruit  the  nuns  1 
Jtenieniber  whcr«  he  liea,  and  tkat  no  ears 
Bave  those  of  angnls 


I'here  are  iithers  here 


Who  rnny  not  hiau-  it 


We  will  all  retire, 
It  is  not  proper  we  should  hagor  here, 
Barring  tlio  asicrcd  coafideuce  of  heiU'ta 
Pai'ting  HO  Bodly. 

Miiry.  yon  muMt  yielil, 
Nor  lieep  the  secn-t  longer  from  your  rrieuJs. 


4I 


David,  yoii  knon'  not  what  you  say. 


I  win  declare  it  tinder  jotir  oouuuDud. 
Thia  atjwiger  friend — stnuiger  fui-  nmiij  luouUw — 
This  nuui,  setiwlest  instrument  of  Soaven, 
Wlio  gave  me  micuor  in  my  Uoiir  ol  need, 
SnAtched  me  fitjm  ruin,  reetmed  me  Imm  voiit, 
CuiuiaeUud  luid  cheered  me,  prayed  with  me,  !ti'.<l 

Led  me  wiUi  careful  hand  iuto  tlie  light, 
Whs  he  uovr  beoding  over  you  iii  tiiait< — 
Duvid,  my  luotLer  ! 


Blessed  lie  his  name  I 


Brother  by  every  Inw,  alio 


BlTTER-SWEIiT. 


[mil  ami  trnnlKill. 

David  ?    My  Uu^lmud  ?    Did  I  hear  aright  ? 

Vou  are  not  jfatiiig  I    Sure  you  would  not  jest 

At  Baoh  a.  jtuutura  !     Speak,  my  husbimd.  sjicnk  1 

Is  this  a  plot  to  cheat  a  dying  man, 

Or  cheat  a  wite  irho.  If  it  be  no  plot, 

Ib  wortliy  di-'ttth  ?    ^Tiat  cim  you  mean  by  this  ? 


IT  leas  than  my  true  words  convey. 


GilUOK. 

Nny.  Dftvid,  U^U  me  ! 


0  moan  (lail  jeuloiu  heart,  whnl  hasl  Uioii  done  I 
VTIiiii  wrong  U)  honor,  spit«  to  Christi;ui  love. 
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Ami  ahELiue  to  self  beygnd  Belf-pordomug  1 
How  con  I  ever  lift  mj  [uithlesit  ejea 
To  those  true  eyes  that  I  huvu  counted  Eitke  ; 
Or  meet  those  lipa  that  I  Imvc  charged  with  liefi; 
Or  win  the  deur  embraces  I  have  spamed  ? 

0  most  uitlmppj,  most  imworthy  wife  1 

Ko  one  bat  ha  who  atill  haa  cloDg  to  thee, — 
Proud,  and  iiaperioiia,  and  iiujieniteiit, — 
No  one  but  he  who  haa  iu  silence  bonie 
Thy  peevish  eriminations  and  complaints 
Con  now  forgive  thee,  whoa  iu  deepest  nliuTne 
Thou  bowest  with  confession  of  thy  f»ulb(. 
Dear  husband !    David  I    Look  upon  yonr  wife  ! 
Behold  one  kneeling  never  knelt  to  you  I 

1  have  abused  you  and  your  Lulhful  love, 
And  in  my  great  haniiliutiun.  pray 

You  win  not  tnuople  me  beneath  your  fei^t 
Pi^  my  weakness,  and  wsmember,  too, 
That  Love  was  jealous  of  thee,  and  not  Hate- 
That  it  was  Love's  own  pride  tormented  ma 
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My  liuabiLnd,  tnko  me  onco  more  to  ynur  onus, 

Ajkl  kiae  ine  in  forgiveness  ;  say  tlmt  you 

Will  be  jaj  uounseUor,  my  friiniJ,  my  Iiire  ; 

And  I  will  give  tujHelf  to  you  agitiii, 

To  be  all  yom-s — my  toaaoa,  oonfidenoe, 

My  faitli  aud  tnist  all  yours,  my  lieurt's  beet  Inra, 

My  aervicH  nuJ  lay  pniyera,  ait  yours— (Ul  youra  ! 


Aise,  diiurent,  rise  I    It  gives  mo  outy  iiain 
Tliat  sucb  as  you  siiould  kneel  to  socb  as  L 
Your  words  inform  me  tliat  you  know  bow  wook 
1  um  nbom  you  have  only  fuicied  weak. 
Forgive  you  ?    I  forgive  yoii  everytUing : 
And  take  tlie  jmrdon  whiub  your  pmycf  iuBureti, 
Let  this  embrocu.  Uiia  kiss,  lie  evidvmc-o 
Our  JLUTtiig  lioiii't<<  catch  i:oi»iuuu  rhythm  again, 
And  we  ore  lovera 


UlTTEll-fiWEEr. 

Hush  1  You  trouble  liini. 
He  TindcistaDils  this  scene  no  moi'e  tiiiiii  we. 
M1U7,  lie  speaks  to  you. 


Dear  wife,  farewell  I 
The  room  grows  dim,  and  siloatlj  aiid  soft 
The  TcU  is  ilroppiug  'twixfiuy  eyes  imil  jours, 
Wktcli  suou  will  liidc  me  fi-om  jtiM — yuu  trotu  iiit 
Oiily  uue  Lund  is  warm  ;  it  iimU  in  youra, 
WLosc  full,  aweet  pulses  thi'ob  along  my  ana, 
80  that  I  live  upon  them.     Cling  to  me  ! 
And  thus  your  life,  after  my  life  is  pnat, 
bliall  Iny  me  gently  in  the  arms  of  Death. 
Tiiiis  shall  you  link  youi-  beiug  with  a  soul 
Gazing  uuveilud  uirou  the  Great  \Viiit«  Throne. 


Dear  hearts  of  love  MUTounding  me,  tuivwell  I 

I  cannot  see  you  uow  ;  or,  if  I  do, 

X<ni  ore  tnuuifigiireil.     There  are  flouting  forma 
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That  whisper  over  me  like  aummer  leaves  ; 

kai  now  tliere  comes,  aud  Bpreads  through  all  m^ 

Delicious  influx  of  anotlier  life, 

Fiuia  out  whose  essence  spring,  like  living  flowers, 

Augelio  senses  with  quick  ultimntee, 

Tliat  CAtcli  tlie  rustle  of  ethereal  robos, 

And  tho  thin  chime  of  melting  miniatreby— 

Biaing  and  falling — answered  fur  nwaj — 

Aa  Echo,  dreaming  in  the  twilight  woods, 

Bopeata  the  Wiirblo  of  her  twilight  birds. 

And  flowers  tlint  mock  the  Iris  toes  tlieir  vuiie 

la  the  impnlaive  ether,  nnd  spill  out 

Sweet  tides  of  perfume,  h-agrant  deluges. 

Flooding  luj  spirit  like  on  angel's  bmuUi. 

Ajul  still  the  thioug  increases ;  still  unfold 
With  broader  spnii  and  more  elusive  sweep 
The  ndiuQt  viataa  of  a  world  divine. 
But  O  raj  "Old  I  what  vision  rises  dow  t 
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Far,  iax  avrnj,  wliite  blaziug  like  the  unn. 
In  dcepoat  distance  and  ou  higliest  height, 
Tlirough  walla  diaphttnoas,  and  atmoBpliere 
Flecked  with  uuuiunbei-ed  forms  of  misaive  power, 
Out-goiug  fleetly  and  retamiug  aloiv, 
A  presence  shines  I  may  not  penetrate ; 
But  OQ  a  throne,  with  smile  inc^ble, 
t  see  a  form  m;  conscious  spirit  knows. 
JesoB,  my  SFiviour  1    Jeans,  Lamb  of  Ood  1 
Jesus  who  toketh  from  me  aU  my  sins. 
And  from  the  world  1    Jeaua,  I  come  to  Thee  I 
Como  Tiion  to  me  1  O  come,  Loiil,  qnifklj  1  Cumel 


DAriD. 

Flown  on  the  wings  of  raptiu'e  I    Is  tliis  death  ? 
His  heart  is  Htill  ;  hia  beaded  brow  is  cold  ; 
Kia  wnstod  breast  atniggles  fur  brcuth  no  moiv) ; 
And  his  pale  featores,  hardened  with  the  strera 
Of  Lite's  resistance,  momently  subside 
Into  a  smile,  ciUni  iib  a  tnllight  Ukke, 
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Spreut  with  the  images  of  riaiiig  atan. 

We  have  seen  Evil  in  his  countli?ss  forma 

In  these  poor  Uvea  ;  have  met  hia  urmod  hosts 

In  dread  enooanter  and  discomfiture  ; 

And  langaiBhed  in  captivity  to  them. 

UntU  we  lost  our  courage  and  our  faith  ; 

ind  here  we  see  their  Chieftain — Terror's  Kiug  1 

Hfi  cute  the  knot  that  binds  a  weai';^  soul 

To  faitUlesa  po&aions,  sateless  appetites, 

And  powers  perverted,  and  it  flies  away 

Singing  to wiu;d  He»Ten.    He  tnrusand  luuksut  u» 

And  finds  na  weeping  with  our  gnititude  — 

Pull  of  aweet  Borrow, — sorrow  aweel«r  far 

Than  the  snpremest  ecstasy  of  joy. 

And  thia  ia  duath  I    Think  you  that  rsptiu'ed  souli 
Now  walking  humbly  in  the  golden  street^ 
Bearing  the  precious  burden  of  a  love 
Too  great  for  utterance,  or  with  hushed  heart 
Drinking  the  mudc  of  the  ransomed  throug, 
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Coimts  duutli  on  evil  ? — evil,  siukuiiss,  pniti, 
Caliuiiity ,  or  aoRbt  that  God  prewribed 
To  cure  it  of  its  do,  or  bi-ing  it  where 
The  healing  baud  of  UUnst  migut  touch  it  ?    No  ! 
Hu  ia  ft  man  to-iiigkt-~a  mao  in  CbriBt, 
This  was  his  cliUdliood,  hei* ;  and  as  we  give 
A  Hinilc  of  wonder  to  ILe  little  woes 
That  drew  the  tears  fi-om  out  our  own  young  ejes- 
The  kind  correctiouB  and  severe  constrainte 
ImpoBed  bj  those  who  loved  us — so  he  Bees 
A  futliei-'s  cliastisemcut  iu  all  the  ill 
That  tilled  his  life  with  darkness ;  so  he  soea 
In  eveiy  evil  a  kind  instrument 
To  chualeii,  elevate,  correct,  auMne, 
And  Bt  liim  tor  thnt  heaven];  estjite — 
Sointehip  in  Christ — the  Maiibood  AbBoIut*  I 


ir EKVO  r. 


HnnROHT  oad  sUeuce  I    lu  the  West  unTcilod, 
The  broad  full  moon  ia  sliiniug,  nith  the  Eitara. 
On  moirnt  and  vulley,  forest,  roof,  and  rouk. 
On  billowy  hills  smootli-Btretcliiug  to  the  sky, 
On  roil  and  wall,  on  all  tliinf^s  far  and  near. 
Cling  the  bright  crystala,— all  the  earth  a  fliwr 
Of  polished  silver,  pranked  with  bending  farma 
Uplifting  to  tlio  light  their  prccioiia  weigbt 
Of  peoi'la  and  diomonda,  set  in  palest  gold. 
The  Btorm  is  dead ;  ftnd  when  it  rolled  awny 
It  took  no  star  from  heaven,  bnt  left  to  eoi-tli 
Buoh  legacy  of  beauty  as  the  wind — 
The  light-robed  shepherdess  from  Culian  grovea- 
Driring  soft  showerB  before  her,  and  worm  oil's, 
Aad  her  witle-scattered  flocks  of  wet-wiuged  birds. 
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Nexer  bestowed  upon  the  wnitiiig  Spring. 
Pale,  mlent,  smilmg,  cold,  and  beauliful  I 

J)o  storniB  die  tliuB  7    And  in  it  tliis  to  die  7 

Uidni^t  and  ailence  I     In  thnt.  haUoncd  ithidi 
God's  full-orbed   pence  is  aliiiiing,  with  tlie  atiirs. 
On  L^'mI  and  btuid,  on  brow.and  lip,  nndeye. 
On  folded  arms,  on  brood  unmoying  breaal. 
On  the  white-sanded  floor,  on  everything, 
Bests  the  pale  iTidiance,  while  bending  forms 
Stand  all  around,  loaded  witb  precious  weiglit 
Of  jewels  such  ns  holy  angels  wear, 
Tho  man  is  dead  ;  and  when  he  piiMed  away 
He  blotted  out  no  good,  but  left  behind 
finch  wealth  of  faith,  such  store  of  love  and  tmst, 
As  breatli  of  joy,  in-floating  froni  the  isles 
Smiled  on  by  cemteleBs  sunmiej',  and  endued 
With  fuliagu  and  floweru  perciimii.1, 
Never  conveyed  to  the  enchanted  soul. 
Do  men  die  thus  1    And  is  it  Uiis  to  die  7 
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MiitniKbt  mid  sQunoe  1     At  eocli  waJtinK  \»-A 
Hiisbimil  and  wife,  embnicing,  kneel  iii  pvi.yoi ; 
And  lips  uauaed  ta  bucIi  a  beuison 
Brostlie  bleesings  uxxin  qtII,  luiij  give  tUaukx 
Vo\:  knowledge  of  its  Bocred  miuistrj'. 
An  infant  nestles  od  a  mother's  hrcaet, 
Whose  head  is  pillriwad  where  it  lifts  not  laiii 
Fur  months  of  wiuited  life — the  tftlo  all  told, 
And  ooniidence  and  love  tor-nye  secnro. 

The  widow  and  the  Tirgin  ;  where  ure  thoy  ? 
The  mom  shall  find  tliem  watching  with  the  dciul, 
Like  the  two  nngolfl  at  tUe  tomb  o[  Christ,— 
One  at  the  head,  the  other  at  the  foot,— 
Ouaiding  a  e^ulcltre  whose  occapant 
UaB  risen,  and  rolled  the  heavy  stone  away  I 


KATERINA. 


A  TRIBUTE. 

More  liunmn,  mnru  dlTioe  than  vie — 
In  tnit.li  b!1  liumnii,  all  diviiiR — 

Is  woman,  when  good  stars  agree 
To  temper  with  their  beams  benign 

The  lionr  of  her  nativilj. 

The  fairest  flower  the  green  earth  beais, 
Bright  with  the  derw  and  hght  of  heaven, 

la,  of  the  double  life  she  wears, 
The  type,  in  grace  and  glory  gi-ven 

I)y  soil  and  son  in  eqnal  sliares. 


KATBBUfA. 
True  sister  of  the  Son  of  Mrd  : 

Trae  sistar  of  the  Son  of  God ; 
What  marvel  thut  ehe  leads  the  vnn 

Of  those  who  iu  th«  patli  Ho  bwl, 
Still  bear  the  cross  and  wear  the  biui  ? 

If  God  he  in  the  sky  and  sea, 
And  livu  iu  light  and  ride  the  storm. 

Then  God  ia  God,  although  He  be 
Eloshrined  within  a.  woman's  form. 

And  doims  glad  reverence  from  me. 

So,  as  I  worship  Him  in  Clu-'ist, 
And  in  the  Forms  of  Earth  nnd  Air, 

I  worship  Him  imparadiscd, 
And  throned  within  her  bosom  fur 

Whom  Taui^  hath  not  enticed. 

O  I  woman — mother  I    Wonmn^wite  ! — 
The  sweetest  names  that  langtiagii  kiioi 

Thy  breast,  with  holy  motives  rite. 
With  holiest  aflootion  glows. 

Thou  queen,  thou  angel  of  my  life  ! 
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Noble  and  fine  in  Iiia  degtoe 
Is  the  beet  num  my  Leart  recvivea  ; 

A-ud  Uiis  my  Luirt'a  mipreniost  ]ilea 
For  luin  :  he  feels,  aa\a,  lives,  bi'lieves. 

And  deems,  snd  is,  tLe  likest  tlioe, 

O  men  I    O  brotltera  1    Well  I  kaow 
That  with  her  nature  in  our  solll^ 

la  bora  the  elemental  woe— 
TLe  bratiil  imjiulBe  that  coiiti-oN, 

Aud  drives,  or  drags,  the  godlike  low. 

Ambition,  appetite  nud  pride — 

'theeo  thj-ong  iind  thrall  the  heartH  of  nieiu 
These  plat  the  thorus,  and  pierce  the  aide 

Of  Him  vko,  in  our  aonla  again. 
Is  spit  upDu,  tind  cmcified. 

The  greetl  for  gain,  the  thiiBt  tor  power, 
The  hist  that  bbckess  while  it  bunis  : 

Ah  t  these  the  whitest  soids  defluiir  I 
And  one,  or  lUl  of  these  by  tiiroB, 

Ri»l>  luun  of  luB  diviuest  dower  I 


KATlmlNA. 
Xut  man,  who  shivers  like  a.  straw 

Before  Tsmptatioo's  hg'btost  breeze, 
AAsmues  the  master — gives  the  law 

To  her  who,  on  her  bended  kneea, 
Besiats  the  bliu^k-winged  thimder-flaw  I 

To  him  who  deems  her  wenk  and  vain. 
And  boiists  his  onm  exeeeding  might, 

She  chugs  through  darkest  fortune  fmn ; 
Still  loyal,  though  the  ruffian  smite ; 

Btill  true,  though  crime  hia  hands  distain  ' 

And  is  this  wcaknesa  ?    Is  it  not 

The  strength  of  Clod,  that  loves  and  bcsm 
Though  He  be  alighted  or  forgot 

In  damning  crioies,  or  driving  can's, 
And  Glos«»t  clings  in  darkest  lot  ? 

Not  many  friends  my  life  has  ninde  ; 

Few  have  I  loved,  and  few  are  thoy 
Who  ia  my  band  tlieir  hearte  have  hud  ; 

And  these  were  women.  I  am  gray, 
Bat  never  liave  I  been  betrayed. 


KATUJiUfA. 
These  words — this  tribute — for  tlie  sake 

Of  truth  to  God  and  wamimkiiid  t 
These — that  mj  heart  may  cease  to  at'.ha 

With  lore  and  gratitude  confined, 
Aiid  bumiDg  from  my  lips  to  break  i 

Tliise — to  that  sisterhood  of  grace 
That  numbers  in  ita  sncred  lixt 

Mj  mother,  risen  to  her  pbn-e  ; 

Mj  wife,  but  yoater-moming  kissed. 

And  folded  in  Love's  Inst  embrace  I 

This  tribute  of  a  love  profound 
Ab  ever  moved  the  heoi-t  of  man, 

To  those  to  whom  m;  life  is  bound. 
To  her  in  whom  my  life  began. 

And  her  wliose  love  my  Ufe  hath  crnwueil  I 

Immortal  Love  t    Thou  sljll  hast  wioiga 
To  lift  me  lo  those  radiant  fields. 

Where  Mnsii,'  waits  with  trembling  strijigH, 
And  Verse  her  happy  numbers  yields. 

And  nil  tlie  sfiij  irithin  me  sings. 
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Ha  from  tlie  lovelj  Pagan  dtcam 

I  citli  tio  more  the  Timeiiil  Nino  ; 
For  Wommi  is  my  Uuaa  Suiin-'nio  ; 

Add  she  witli  fire  und  fliglit  divine, 
Sii^  Hglit  sud  lend  me  Ui  1117  theme. 


OHILDHOOD  AND  YOVTII. 

Thod  lovely  vsIg  of  aweel^Ht  Hti'eani  tbat  flows  ; 
Winding  and  willow-fringed  Coixucctiuut  I 
Swift  to  thy  fairest  eceaea  my  fancy  Hies, 
As  I  recall  the  story  of  a  life 
Which  tlieie  began  iu  yeiirs  of  sinless  hope, 
And  merged  maturely  into  hopeless  sin. 


0  1  golden  dawning  of  a  day  of  stoms, 
That  fell  ere  noontide  into  raylcss  uight  I  ' 
0  !  beautiful  initial,  vermii-llon-ered, 
And  bright  with  oherub-eyes  und  efBgiea, 
To  tjie  black-letter  Tolume  of  my  life  1 
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0  I  (aery  gitteway,  gilt  and  garlanded, 
And  shining  iu  the  Bun,  to  gloumj  graves 
Of  shadoivy  cypres,  oud  to  simlcss  strcuios, 
Feeding  with  bane  the  deadly  nightahade's  rools,  - 
To  vexing  labyriuths  of  doubt  and  fear, 

And  dei3p  abysses  of  despair  and  death  I 
Back  to  tliy  poAceful  Tillages  and  fields, 
My  memory,  like  a  weoiy  pilgrim,  comts 
With  Burip  and  bnidon,  to  repose  awhili', — 
To  pluck  a  daisy  from  a  lonely  gvave 
Wliere  lung  ago,  in  commou  sepidtoiv. 

1  liiid  my  mother  and  my  faitli  in  God  ; 
To  fii  the  [■et'ord  of  a  Eiuglc  day 
80  memorably  n-onderhil  and  sweet 
Its  pover  of  inspiratiou  lingers  still, — 
Bo  full  of  her  dear  presence,  so  divine 
With  the  melodions  breathing  of  her  wonls. 
And  the  warm  radiance  of  her  loving  Bmile, 
Iliat  tears  fall  readily  as  April  rain 

At  ilB  recall ;  to  pass  in  swift  review 

The  yews  of  ndolescence,  and  the  paths 

Of  glare  and  gloom  tlirough  wliich,  by  jHiSBiou  k 
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I  reocliod  tte  fair  poweasion  of  my  power, 
Anil  won  tlie  Avtn  possession  of  my  love. 
And  tlien — tiircweli  I 

Queen-village  nf  the  meiula 
Fronting  the  simriae  and  in  bemit^  thronpd, 
With  jeweled  homes  around  her  lifted  brow. 
And  coronal  of  ancient  forest  treia— 
Northampton  sdta,  and  rules  her  pleasant  realm. 
There  where  the  saintly  Edwards  heralded 
The  terrors  of  the  Lord,  and  men  bowed  low 
Beneath  the  rocniw.e  of  his  awful  words ; 
And  tiiere  where  Nature,  with  a  thonsond  tongtii^H 
Tender  and  troe,  from  vale  and  mountain -top, 
And  smiling  atreams,  and  landacapea  pUed  nfktr. 
Proolmmed  n  gentler  Gospel,  I  wna  bom. 


In  nn  old  home,  beneath  an  older  elm — 
A  (onnt  of  weeping  greenery,  that  dripped 
Ita  sprny  of  rain  nnd  dew  upon  the  roof — 
I  opened  eyes  on  life ;  uud  cow  return 
Among  the  visUms  iif  my  early  j-ears, 


KATHRINA. 
m\  illHlliiut  lUftt  nU  tltc  rpMt  groir  dim  : 
■iiiit)i"r"»  imlr,  fonil  fiu*  luiil  ttvrfal  pj-m, 
<  iipiiii  nii^  ill  Ldvtt'a  nluun-biDg  tnmoe, 
II  tliH  low  wiiulow  wlicm   she  watcLed  i 


Villi,  nrinr  Udit  th« 
1V<  my  }ikuuK  (iUM\v 


likt> 


ilruus  olm.  tluit  aocnted 
nirr  boak. 
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U?  Idotber  and  the  elm  1    Too  soon  I  leaned 
That  o'er  mo  Lung,  and  o'er  tlie  widowed  one 
"Who  gav>  mc  birUi,  with  broader  bougha, 
Haonted  tiy  Eubler  wings  and  sadder  sounds, 
A  darker  shadow  thim  the  migh^  ehn  1 
I  raught  the  secret  in  tltu  street  from  those 
Wh'>  puinled  at  me  as  I  passed,  or  paused 
To  gaz*i  in  sighing  pity  oa  my  pluy  ; 
Fixaa  pUymivtea  who,  turbidden  to  divulge 
The  knowledge  they  poatesaed,  witli  cliildiah  tiickB 
Of  indirPL-'tJoti  strove  ia  vaizi  to  liide 
Their  awful  meaning  in  iinnieaning  phntsc  ; 
From  kisses  wbidi  were  pitiful ;  from  wor<ls 
Oontlcr  tlmu  love's,  because  comptutsiunute  ; 
From  deep,  nnconsciouH  sighs  out  ol  the  hoart 
Of  her  who  loved  me  beat,  and  from  her  tears 
That  freest  flowed  when  I  was  happiest. 

From  fi-ailest  fllomeuts  of  evidence. 

From  dork  alluBions  faintly  orerlieai'd, 

From  hint  and  look  and  sud<lon  cliange  of  theme 

When  I  approaclicd,  from  widely  scattered  wordit 


l;;  KATITRLVA. 

Uemeniberud  well,  and  giiUieied  all  at  leugtli 

Intu  consistent  tenns,  I  know  not  liow 

I  KTOuglit  Uu>  full  coDL'laaioD,  nor  hov  Joans' 

I  only  know  that  nhen  a  little  diilil 

J  learned,  though  no  one  lold,  tliot  he  who  gnre 

Mj  life  to  me  in  madness  look  his  awn — 

Took  it  fnnn  fear  at  want,  thongh  he  poaae^ed 

The  finest  fortone  in  the  rich  oU  town. 


Ueiii?etorth  I  had  a  secret  which  I  kept — 
Kept  b;  tny  mothet  with  as  dose  »  bingne — 
A  secret  which  inibitt«t«d  eveij  cap. 
It  laed  rebeUion  in  me — Med  uiy  sonL 
Opening  to  life  in  innocent  dctigfat, 
With  baleful  donbt  and  harrowing 
Wh  J,  if  mj  father  was  the  godlj  nan 
His  gentle  widow  Touched  with  tender  teai^ 
Kd  He  to  whom  ibe  bowed  in  daSj  pnjner — 
WholorcdoiL  mAotMme.  withkLnv 


reradt  sncb  lale  to  him,  sadi  vm  Io  «  r 


KAT/IICIAA. 
Tlie  aiiuple  Inugunge  of  mj  ev«fiiug  pmjor 
WLid)  h«r  ileoi  lips  liad  tuught  me,  canic  i 

dark 
Perplexing  question,  Btirriog  in  ni,y  Iii?art 
A  sense  of  goilt,  or  qaenclung  all  m;  fuith, 
rhU,  too,  I  kept  El  secret     I  bad  died 
llather  tlian  brcatlie  the  question  in  hcv  ears 
Who  knelt  beeide  me.    X  Und  mther  died 
Thnn  &dd  &  gotrow  to  tLe  lond  eht  bofe. 

Tniight  to  he  true,  I  played  tlio  hjpocjite 

In  trathfulnesB  to  her.     I  hud  no  Go<l. 

No  penitence,  no  loyalty,  no  love. 

For  any  being  higher  than  hcreelt. 

Jealoua  of  dU  to  whom  she  gave  her  himd. 

I  clung  to  her  with  fond  idoktry. 

I  sat  with  her ;  where'er  she  walked,  I  walked  : 

I  kissed  away  her  teitts ;  I  strove  to  fUl, 

With  sti-ange  proeocity  of  mnnly  pride 

And  more  than  boyiuli  tendemeBs,  tlie  void 

Wliicb  death  Und  made, 

I  could  not  fail  to  svu 
That  n\th  for  me  and  soirow  for  her  loss-  - 


14 


KATiilUNA. 


Twin  leeches  at  lier  heart— were  dnukiug  blood 
That,  from  her  poUid  features,  daj  by  day 
Sank  slowly  down,  to  feed  the  cruel  draught 
Nay,  more  tlinu  this  I  saw,  aiid  nndly  worse. 
Oft  when  I  watched  licr,  and  she  knew  it  not, 
1  marked  ft  qnivering  horror  ewoop  ber  fuce — 
A  atmnge,  qnick  thrill  of  pain — thnt  brought  be 

With  sudden  pressure  to  her  heart,  nnd  forced 
To  her  white  Ujia  a  swiftly  whispered  prayer. 
I  fancied  that  I  rt^nd  ttie  mj'Dtery ; 
But  it  wns  deefjor  nnd  more  terrible 
Than  I  cxinjectureil.     Not  till  darker  years 
Come  the  solution. 


chad  a 


a  days 


Of  pleasure.     Sorrow  cannot  always  brood 
Over  the  shivering  forma  that  drink  her  warmth, 
Bnt  springs  to  meet  the  morning  light,  and  soars 
Into  the  empyrean,  to  forget 
For  one  Bweet  hour  the  ring  of  greedy  months 
That  surely  wait,  itnd  cry  for  her  return. 
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My  luothet's  hand  in  miiio,  or  mine  m  here, 
We  olten  left  Uio  village  fur  beliiud. 
Add  n'olked  the  tneodow-pallia  io  gather  Uuvpra, 
Aiid  iratch  the  plougbnuui  aa  he  tumuJ  Ihe  tilth, 
Or  tosaed  hia  bnTniahed  shiire  into  tlte  sun 
At  tile  long  foiTow'a  end,  the  wliile  we  nDkrked 
The  tipsy  bobolink,  otraggliug  with  the  uhaiu 
Of  tinkling  moBic  that  parpleied  his  irings, 
Anil  iiateneil  to  the  jellow-breaated  lark's 
Sneut  whistle  from  the  gra^. 

Olnd  in  my  joy. 
My  mother  smiled  amid  these  scenes  and  soiuiiU; 
And  wandered  on  with  gentle  sU-p  and  slocr. 
While  I,  in  boyish  troUc,  ran  b^'foro, 
Chnaing  tlie  butterflies,  or  in  her  pnth 
TosBing  tiiB  gaudy  gold  of  buttercups, 
Till  aometimca,  ere  we  knew,  we  atood  ontranood 
Upon  the  river's  marge. 


Evor  the  spell 
01  lapsing  water  lamed  my  playful  mood. 
And  I  reulincd  in  silent  happLnean 
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At  tlia  tired  feet  that  rested  in  the  ehade. 
Tliere  throiigli  tlie  loDg,  bright  moimngs  we  re- 
mained, 
WatcluDg  the  noi^  feny-boat  that  plied 
Like  n  slow  shuttle  titrongh  the  Biumy  warp 
Of  threaded  silver  from  a  thousand  brooks. 
That  took  new  beauty  as  it  womid  away; 
Or  gazing  whero  at  Holyoke's  verdant  buae — 
Likeaalim  homid,stft;tuhedathis  matittir's  feet- 
Lay  the  long,  lazy  hamlet,  Hockanum; 
Or,  upward  turning,  traced  the  line  that  ohmbeil 
O'er  splintered  roti  and  clustered  foliage 
To  the  bare  mountain  top;  thou  followed  do\ni 
The  scars  of  fire  and  storm,  or  paths  of  gloom 
That  marked  the  curtained  goi^i!s,  till,  at  last, 
Cauj,'ht  by  a  wisp  of  white,  belated  mist. 
Our  vision  rose  to  traoe  its  airy  flight 
Beyond  the  height,  into  the  distant  blue. 

Une  morning,  while  we  rested  there,  she  told 

Of  a  dear  friend  upon  thi>  other  side — 

A  lady  who  had  loved  her — whom  she  lovoJ— 
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\ad  tben  elie  promised  to  m:r  eager  wisb 
Thai  Boou,  BoroBS  Uie  stream  I  lunged  k>  i>aa», 
I  ahoulkl  go  with  her  to  the  hull's  home. 

The  wiabed-f or  day  came  slowly — came  at  last— 
My  burthday  mormng — roiiuding  to  their  oUate 
The  fourteou  sommois  of  my  boyhood's  lifo. 
The  early  miata  were  clinging  to  the  dde 
OF  the  dork  motmtoiu  as  we  left  the  town, 
Tlioagb  nil  the  roadside  fields  were  quick  with  tolL 
In  rhythinii)  motiou  through  tbn  deny  gi'a^ 
The  mowers  swept,  and  on  tie  fragrant  air 
Wan  borne  from  far  the  soft,  mctAUic  diiah 
Of  stouGS  upon  the  sf«e]. 


This  w^a  the  day 
'ondei'ful  and  sweet 
lU  power  of  inflpimtiou  lingers  still. — 
So  toll  o(  lir-r  dear  presence,  bo  divine 
With  the  indodionB  liraathing  of  hor  words, 
Aiid  the  wuru  mdiuiiee  of  her  loving  aniJle, 
7*liat  tears  fiLll  readily  ;u*  Ajiiil  ruin 
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AtiUrecHJl."    And  with  thia da;  Uiere come 

TLe  reveltttioo  and  the  genesis 

Of  ft  new  life.     In  intellect  anA  heart 

I  oeMod  to  he  a  child,  and  grew  s  num. 

By  one  Iodk  leap  I  passed  the  hiddeo  hnund 

Thut  circuniBcribed  mj  boyhood,  and  henceforth 

Abjnred  all  uhildish  pleasure,  and  took  on 

The  purpose  and  the  burden  of  my  life. 

We  oroasGd  the  river — I,  as  in  a  dream  ; 
And  when  I  stood  upon  the  easl«m  shore. 
In  the  full  presence  of  the  mountain  pile, 
Stnuigu  tidee  of  feeling  tlirilled  me,  and  I  wept— 
Wept,  though  I  knew  not  why.  .  I  cuiild  Imvo  knell 
On  tUu  while  aand,  and  prayed.     Witiun  my  aoul 
Prophetic  whiMjiera  breathed  of  coming  jhiwm 
And  new  poaseEsious.     Aspiration  swe!l<sl 
Li^  a  pent  stream  witiun  a.  narrow  chaAm, 
That  finds  nor  vent  nor  orerflow,  but  swirls 
And  Hurgea  and  retreats,  until  it  floods 
The  springs  lUot  feed  it.     All  was  chmw  wild,— 
A  cbood  of  fresh  passion,  nndefinttil. 
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De«p  ia  wUuee  Tortiiiea  of  miai  and  Are 
A  new  world  waited  blindif  for  its  birth 
I  bod  no  woriis  (or  tevelation ; — none 
For  answer,  when  my  mother  pressed  my  hand. 
And  questioned  why  it  trembleiL    I  looked  np 
With  ttmrfnl  eyea,  and  meMier  loving  tuiiilo. 
And  both  of  ua  were  silent,  and  passed  on. 
We  reached  at  length  the  pleasant  oottuge-homu 
Where  dwelt  my  mother's  friend,  and,  at  the  gate, 
Fonud  her  with  warmest  welcome  waiting  lis. 
She  kiasej  mj  mother's   oheek,  and   then   kissed 

Whidi  shrunk,  anil  mantled  with  a  new-bom  shame. 
They  crossed  the  tlireshold  :  I  remained  without, 
Sarprified— htiU-angiy— with  the  burning  blush 
That  still  o'crwhehued  my  face. 

I  looked  around 
For  something  to  divert  iny  vesing  thoughts, 
And  saw  intently  gazing  in  my  eyes, 
From  his  long  tethei'  in  the  grass,  a  lomli — 
A  los;^,  downy,  handsome,  household  pet. 
There  waa  a  scarlet  ribbon  on  his  neck 
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Which  held  a  Bilver  bell,  whose  note  I  heard 

first  when  his  eje  met  mi""  ;  lor  then  he  spTaiig 

To  greet  me  with  a  joyous  bleat,  and  fell, 
Thrown  by  the  cord  that  held  Jiim      Pitying  l'!"', 
I  loosed  his  cruel  lenabing,  with  inteot, 
After  a  half-honr'a  Irolfc,  to  return 
And  fasten  as  I  found  liiiri ;  but  my  hajid. 
Too  careless  of  its  charge,  slipped  from  iU  hold 
With  the  lirst  bound  bo  mode  ;  and  with  a  loap 
Eq  cleared  the  garden  w&ll,  and  flew  awuy. 

Afiiigbted  at  my  deed  and  its  mischnnoe, 
I  puuaed  a  moment — then  >vitb  ready  feet, 
And  flush  and  final  inipulse,  I  pmsaed. 

He  held  the  pathway  to  the  mountain  wooda, 

The  tinkle  of  his  bell  already  faint 

In  the  long  distance  he  had  placed  between 

Himself  and  bia  punmer.     Oa  and  on. 

Climbing  the  mountain  patlt.  Ue  sped  away, 

I  following  ewiftly,  never  loaiug  sight 

Of  the  bn^t  scarlet  stiesnuiiig  txom  his  ned^'l 

Or  hearing  of  the  tinkle  of  bia  bell. 


Till,  wearied  both,  imd  panting  op  the  stoep, 
Oni  progress  slackened  to  a  'nraik. 

At  leugth 
He  paused  and  looked  at  me,  asd  waited  till 
U;  foot  bad  touohed  tha  cord  he  dragged,  and 

then 
Bounded  awa^,  scaling  the  shelrj  flilTa 
That  bolder  rose  along  the  uurrow  path. 
He  had  no  choice  but  mount.     I  pressed  bim  olom, 
And  rocks  and  chasms  were  thick  on  either  side. 
3o,  pausing  oft,  but  ever  leaping  on 
Before  my  hand  conld  reach  him,  he  advanced. 
Not  once  in  all  the  passage  had  I  paused 
To  look  below,  nor  \vu\  I  thought  ot  hor 
Whom  I  had  left.     Aliaorbed  in  the  puraiut 
I  pressed  it  reicklessly,  nntil  I  gTn8i)ed 
My  fleecy  prisoner,  wonad  and  tied  his  cord 
Around  my  wrist,  and  both  of  as  Rank  down 
Uixin  the  mountAin  summit. 


01  breathless  weariness  hot 
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I  could  not  know ;  but  comvxaasaeea  at  Uat 

Come  hj  tnj  brute  compcuion,  tfIio,  aleit 

Among  the  scanty  browse,  higged  at  my  wris^ 

And  brought  me  etarUed  to  my  feet    I  »v 

In  one  swift  sireep  of  vision  vbere  I  Btood, — 

In  presence  of  irh&t  bean^  of  the  earth. 

What  (^ory  of  the  sky,  what  majes^ 

Of  lofty  lonelineis,     I  drew  the  Iamb — 

The  dear,  dumb  creAtnn; — gently  to  my  bL 

And  led  him  out  upon  tbe  beetling  cliff 

That  fronts  the  plaided  mendovB,  and  knelt  down. 


Wlien  once  the  shrinking,  diz^  apell  was  gone, 

I  saw  below  me,  like  a  jeweled  cap. 

The  vnlley  hollowed  to  ita  heaveu-kisaed  lip — 

The  setrale  green  against  the  Bemte  blne^ 

Biimming  with  beauty's  essence  ;  palpilaiit 

With  a  divine  etiiir — lucent  floods 

Fouivd  from  the  golden  ehalie«  of  the  eaa. 

At  which  my  spiiit  drank  with  (xmadoiu  growih, 

And  drank  again  with  still  expanding  sccipe 

Of  ocifflpr«henaion  uid  of  foctdty. 
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I  fe1c  tlte  bad  of  being  iu  m«  bnrst 

With,  full,  ODblding  pefcib  to  a  rose, 

And  fragraut  lireoth  tlmt  flooded  all  the  »cen« 

liy  sudden  insiglit  of  tnyself  I  knew 

ThBt  I  was  groator  Uiitn  the  eeene, — that  daap 

Within  uiy  tiotnre  was  a  wondrons  world. 

Broader  thoa  that  I  gazisd  on,  aad  informed 

With  a  dirinor  bestitj, — that  the  tilings 

1  asw  were  bnt  the  types  of  those  I  held, 

And  tljat  above  tliein  both,  Uigh  Priest  and  King, 

I  stood  iopremo,  lo  choose  and  to  combine, 

And  build  from  that  within  ma  and  without 

N'ew  forms  of  life,  with  meaning  of  mj  own. 

And  there  alone,  upon  the  moan  tain- top, 

Kneeling  beside  the  Inmb,  I  bowed  my  head 

Beneath  t!io  vhrisnuLt  light,  and  folt  my  boqI 

Bsp^Ked  and  8et  apart  to  jiuetry. 

The  spell  iif  insi>irati(in  lingered  not; 

But  ire  if  passed,  I  knew  mj  destiny — 

The  p/iflsion  and  tiie  portion  of  my  life: 

Though,  with  the  new-bnni  oonKRioneness  of  powe 
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Ajul  organizing  uid  creative  skill, 

'Sbheia  oBme  a  setue  of  pavert; — a  scnae 

Of  power  uuUttiueil,  of  nkiU  without  resource. 

Of  ignotunoe  of  Nature  and  her  laws, 

And  language  aiid  llie  leonung  cif  the  bcIiooIs, 

I  could  uot  rise  iipoo  in;  caQow  wings. 

But  felt  thnt  I  must  wuit  ustQ  the  yuan 

Should  give  them  plumage,  and  the  bIuU  for  flight 

Be  won  bj  trial. 

Then  licfore  me  roe<' 
Thii  loufe'.  long  yoam  of  studr,  iulerposed 
fiutn'ofa  mil  iLiiit  Qiv  goid  Ihat  slioue  »(ar  ; 
But  with  thorn  nisp  the  uoiU'Oge  to  Hlirmount, 
And  I  was  girt  for  tuil 

Tlii'u,  for  tlie  firat, 
Hy  eye  oud  spirit  that  1iad  drunk  the  whula 
Wide  vision,  grew  discriminate,  and  triu--ed 
Tlie  ciystul  riTer  poiiriiig  from  tha  North 
Ite  (winkling  tidf.  and  winding  down  the;  t-ole, 
Till,  douliling  ia  a  serpent  coil,  it  paused 
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Before  the  chamn  tbut  porta  the  frontal  spina 
0£  Tom  and  Holyoke  ;  thoa  in  wrenthing  Ugiit 
Sped  the  swart  rooks,  and  sought  the  misty  South. 
Across  the  mcadowa — ourpot  for  the  goda, 
Woven  ol  ripening  rye  luid  greening  maize 
And  rosy  alovtir-blooma,  and  spotted  o'er 
With  Uio  bluck  shadows  of  the  feathet;  ehiia — 
Northamptou  riiso,  halt  hiddun  in  lier  treoa, 
Lift«d  ahoTd  the  level  of  the  lielda. 
And  noiseless  a»a  picture. 

At  my  feet 
The  ferry-boat,  dimiuisbod  to  a  toy, 
Witli  automatic  diligence  oonvcytvl 
Its  puppet  passengerg  betweea  tiia  sUores 
That  hemmed  its  enterprise  ;  and  one  low  barge, 
With  white,  square  soil,  Ixjro  uorthwanl  languidly 
The  slow  and  ai'Jitity  comraoroc  of  the  stroara. 


Eastward,  upon  another  fortjle  "itrdtoh 
Of  mtautfiw-award  and  tilth,  embowen-d  in  elms. 
Lay  the  twin  streets,  luid  sprang  the  single  Rpin: 
Of  HaiUey,  where  the  hunted  regicides 
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Securely  lived  of  old,  and  atraagely  died  ; 
And  oBstward  alill,  npou  the  last  green  step 
From  nldch  the  Aiigel  of  tlie  Morning  Li^t 
Leapa  to  the  merulow-landa,  fuir  Amherst  sot, 
Capped  bj  lier  raaDj-windowed  coUegeti ; 
While  from  bis  ontpost  in  the  rising  North, 
Bald  with  the  atorms  and  raddy  with  the  Bans 
OI  the  long  eons,  stood  old  Sugurlonf, 
Gazing  with  changeleaa  brow  uxKin.  a  scene, 
Changing  to  fairer  beauty  evermore. 

Save  of  tlte  river  and  my  pleasant  home, 
I  knew  not  then  the  names  and  history 
Borne  by  these  visions ;  but  npon  my  brain 
Their  forms  were  graved  in  lines  indelible 
As,  on  the  rocks  beneath  my  feet,  the  prints 
Of  life  in  its  first  motiorL    Later  years 
Renewed  the  picture,  nnd  ila  outlines  filled 
With  fair  Bsaociationa, — wrought  tlie  pest 
And  Uving  pi'eaent  into  fadoleas  wreaths 
Tlut  crowned  each  moimd  and  mount,  and  lawn 
and  tower, 


^^^^^^^^^ 
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The  king  cii  b^emlng  memori<«.     Not  oould 
I  f^esB  with  faintest  foresight  ot  the  life 
Whii^h,  in  the  jctirs  before  me,  I  should  weaye 
Of  minglod  Uircnila  of  pleasnre  and  of  pain 
Into  these  scenes,  until  not  one  ot  all 
CohIcI  meet  my  eye,  or  touch  my  memory 
Without  recalling  an  experience 
Tliat  drank  the  su-eulest  iehor  of  my  veins. 
Or  crowded  them  witli  joy. 

At  length  1  tnraed 
From  the  wide  siin-ey,  aud  with  pleased  surprise 
Detecteil,  nt^tlinent  the  monntajn's  foot. 
The  cottage  I  had  left;  and.  on  the  tann, 
Two  forms  of  Ufa  that  llittcd  to  and  fro. 
I  knew  tlmt  they  liad  missed  mc;  so  I  sought 
Tlie  passnge  I  had  climbed,  and.  with  the  lamb 
Stm  fastened  to  my  wrist,  I  liasted  down. 

FiUI  of  the  marvels  of  the  hour  I  sped. 
Leaping  from  rock  (o  rock,  or  flying  swift 

The  smoother  slojus,  with  ftrms  half  wings,  and 
feet 

^H 

^^^^^^H 
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That  ->Dij  guiirdeil  the  deecent,  the  while 

Afj  captive  lod  roe  captive  at  Lis  will. 

So  tense  the  strain  of  eiuqw,  bo  intenso 

The  mood  and  matSou,  Umt  iMiforo  t  giieased. 

The  headlong  flight  ^as  finisbed,  and  I  walked, 

Jaded  and  reeking,  in  the  kvel  patli 

That  ted  the  bunbkia  liome. 

Mj  mother  saw. 
And  ran  to  meat  me  ;  then  for  Isng,  still  hooiB, 
CoiK'hed  in  a  dim,  cool  room,  I  lay  and  slept. 
When  I  nwoke,  I  found  Ler  at  my  side, 
Panning  loy  face,  and  rwidy  with  her  smile 
And  Bootliing  words  to  greet  me.     Then  I  told. 
With  youthful  volubility  and  wild 
Kitravogauce  of  figiuy;  i\ud  of  pliroae. 
My  wild  exploit 

At  first  aho  questioned  me  ; 
But,  OS  I  wrought  each  scene  and  circuniBtanae 
Into  consistent  form,  she  ih-nuk  my  words 
In  eager  silence  ;  und  within  her  eyes 
I  «iw  the  glow  ot  pride  which  gravi^ 
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And  ehov  of  deep  concern  cuuld  not  disgaise. 
I  read  her  Irosoti  better  than  she  knew. 
I  saw  that  she  bad  mado  diBOovery 
Of  somBthing  uiisiwpectoi  in  her  cliild, 
And  Uifit,  by  oiie  I  loved, — "'J  dewest,  best.— 
The  fire  tliat  linniod  w-itliin  me  and  llie  powiT 
That  moniing  cuUed  to  life,  n 


When  I  tiud  told  mj  story,  and  had  read 
Witb  IdnSIiag  pHde  my  prmsee  in  lier  eyes, 
SIui  placed  hnr  soft  h*lul  on  tny  brow,  Mid  said  : 
"  My  Paul  has  climlittd  the  noblest  moiuitaiti  higlit 
"  In  all  Ilia  little  world,  and  gazed  on  soenea 
"  As  beautiful  as  lest  beneath  the  snn. 
"  I  tnist  he  will  remember  all  his  life 
"  That  to  his  best  iiuhicTement,  and  the  spot 
"Neareet  to  heaven  his  youthful  feet  have  trod, 
"  Ho  has  bet-n  gnided  by  a  guileleas  lamb, 
■'It  ia  iin  oinna  which  hia  mother's  heart 
"  Will  treasure  with  her  jewels."    , 


When  the  si 
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Of  the  long  Bummer  day  hang  but  »n  hoar 
A.bOTe  his  setting,  aai  the  aoo\  West  Wind 
Bore  friira  the  piirpliug  hills  Uis  beniBon, 
The  farewell  eourteaiea  of  love  were  givoi, 
Aud  ne  itet  forth  for  home. 


Not  far  we  fared — 
The  river  left  behind — when,  looking  back, 
I  saw  the  motmtiun  in  the  searching  light 
Of  the  low  Bun.     Siirclinrgeil  with  jouthful  pridu 
In  my  adventure,  1  can  ne'er  forget 
The  disappointment  rmd  chagrin  which  fell 
Upon  me  ;  for  a  change  had  paased.     The  steep 
Which  in  the  tiioming  sprang  to  kisa  the  aun, 
Had  left  the  scene ;  and  in  its  phice  I  saw 
A  shrunken  pile,  whose  paths  mj  steps  bad  climbml, 
Whose  proudest  hight  mj  humble  feet  hod  trod, 
rts  grand  impossibilitiea  and  all 
Its  store  of  marvels  and  of  myHteries 
Were  flown  jiway,  and  would  not  be  reoiiUed. 
The  mountain 'a  might  Und  entered  into  me ; 
And,  from  that  fruitful  hour,  whatever  scene 
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Nature  reviMiled  to  me,  she  never  caiight 
My  sitirit  Iiiunbled  by  surprise.    Mj  thought 
-  Built  higher  racmntaina  thun  I  ever  found  ; 
Poured  wilder  mtarauts  than  I  e 
DroTe  grsader  storms  than  ever  swept  the  bI^  ; 
Pushed  into  loftier  heavi?ns  and  luwer  helhi 
TboQ  the  abysmal  reach  o(  light  and  dark ; 
And  ent«rtained  me  with  illviuer  feasts 
Than  erei  met  the  appetite  of  m 
Aod  poured  me  wiue  ot  choiyer  vintageB 
Tluui  fire  the  hearts  ni  kings. 

Tlie  froUc  dame 
Which  in  the  morniiig  kindled  in  my  veins 
Had  died  away  ;  audnt  my  mothiT's  fdiie 
I  wnlked  in  qiiiot  mood,  and  lively  spoke 
Of  the  great  future.     With  a  tenilor  quest 
ytj  mother  probed  my  seuret  wish,  nnd  heard. 
With  silence  new  aiid  atnmge  respi>ctfnbieaH, 
The  revelaUon  of  my  plans.     I  ftdt 
In  her  benign  ottcmtiim  to  my  words ; 
In  her  suggestioai,  clothed  with  gnurioim  plirase 
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To  «in  my  judgment ;  xdA  in  oU  thmr^  shadea 

Of  mien  and  manner  which  b.  mother's  lovs 

Inspires  ao  qiiicklj,  when  the  form  it  nursed 

Becomes  a  etaff  in  its  caressing  hand. 

She  had  made  space  for  me,  and  placed  her  Ufa 

In  new  relntiona  to  my  own.    I  knew 

That  she  who  through  my  span  of  tender  yeartt 

Had  coimseled  me,  had  given  me  privilege 

Within  her  councils ;  aod  the  moment  cams 

I  learned  that  in  the  converse  of  tluit  hour, 

The  appetency  of  matMni^ 

For  manhood  in  ita  of&pring,  Imci  laid  bold 

01  ihe  fresh  growth  iu  mo,  and  feiiated  well 

Its  gentle  pasGion. 

Ere  we  reached  our  home, 
The  plans  for  sf.ndy  were  matured,  and  L 
Wlio,  with  on  aptitude  beyond  my  yeara. 
Had  gathered  learning's  hnioliler  nulimenla 
From  her  to  whom  I  owed  my  eiirlirait  words. 
Was,  when  another  ilay  should  nse,  to  pans 
To  rougher  teaching,  and  socielj 
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Of  the  miio  yoQth  whose  wiUT  nnd  boisl^roiis  waya 
Hod  scared  my  childish  life. 

I  nerved  my  heart 
To  meet  the  ohiiDge  ;  tiad  all  tlio  tronbled  Dight 
I  tossed  upon  my  pillow,  filled  with  teata,- 
Or  fired  mth  hot  ambitious ;  slirinking  oft 
With  girlish  seositiveAesa  from  the  lot 
^y  munly  heart  tind  chosen  ;  rising  oft 
Above  my  cownviliRo,  well  panoplied 
By  liiney  to  achieve  great  victories 
O'er  those  whose  fellows  I  should  be. 

At  last. 
The  dami  looked  in  upon  mo,  und  I  rose 
To  meet  its  golden  coming,  and  the  life 
Of  golden  promise  whose  mde  open  (loors 
Waited  my  feet. 

The  lingprii;;  Tuorning  hours 
Seemeil  Jajs  of  puiiiful  miiting,  as  they  fell 
In  slowly  filling  nnmbcrs  from  the  towoT 
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Of  the  old  Tillage  chiircU  ;  but  when,  at  length. 

My  eager  feot  hod  touched  the  street,  iui<l  tiu-ned 

To  climb  the  goodly  eminence  where  hi 

Id  whose  profound  nnd  stately  pitges  live 

Hia  country's  miools,  ruled  his  yauthful  rgilm, 

Hy  heart  grew  stem  and  strong ;  and  neTermoro 

Did  doobt  of  escellence  and  nuistery 

Drag  down  my  souring  courage,  or  disturb 

My  purposes  and  plana. 

What  booto  it  here 
To  toll  with  careful  chronicle  the  hfe 
or  my  novitialO  ?     Up  the  graded  months 
My  feet  rose  alowly,  but  with  sl«ady  atflp, 
To  tali  njid  stalwart  nmnlinexs  of  frame. 
And  ever  riMJig  and  expanding  reach 
Of  inlollectiou  and  the  power  to  call 
Forth  from  the  pregnant  nothingness  of  words 
The  sphered  creations  of  wy  chosen  art 
Wliiit  hoots  it  to  recoimt  my  \Fictorie9 
Over  my  fellow^  or  to  tell  liow  all, 
CoDtemptnons  at  first,  became  at  length 
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Confeeeed  infeiioia  in  avetj  strife 
When  brain  or  btsMn  contended  ?    VicUniea 
Were  won  too  easily  to  bring  me  pride. 
And  only  bred  coutempt  of  the  low  pitch 
And  lower  purpose  of  the  power  whii:h  Btrore 
So  feebly  and  so  cliiinsi]j.    When  won. 
They  fed  my  mother's  passion,  and  she  praised ; 
And  her  deUght  was  all  the  boon  they  bronght. 
My  fierce  ambition,  ever  reaching  up 
To  higher  AeliU.ond  nobler  combatants, 
Tfiunpled  its  trimnphs  ouderaeath  its  feet ; 
And  in  my  heart  of  hearte  I  pitied  her 
To  whose  deep  hanger  of  matenml' pride 
The]'  bore  ambroeiul  ministry. 

InaU 
These  years  of  doing  and  development. 
My  heart  wns  haanted  by  a  bitter  pain. 
In  every  scene  of  pleaaore,  every  hoar 
That  lacked  employment,  every  moment's  lull 
Of  toil  or  stady,  its  famiUar  hand 
Wiia  raised  aloft,  to  smite  me  with  its  pang. 
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The    cli&age    was  great    in    her,    though    alowlv 

wrought.— 

Thoogh  wronght  bo  slowly  thnt  my  thought  and 

■ 

life 

■ 

■ 

One  disma]  night,  a  trivinJ  acoident 

I 

Had  kept  me  from  my  home  beyond  Hie  hour 

■ 

At  which  my  promiae  stood  for  my  return. 

■ 

Arriving  at  the  garden  gate,  I  puiued 

■ 

To  catch  B.  gUmpsc  of  the  accustomed  tight, 

■ 

Through  the  cold  mist  that  wrapped  me,  but  in 

\ 

vain. 

Only  one  window  glimmered  through  the  gloom. 

Through  whoae  imcurtaiued  panes  I  dimly  saw 

My  mother  in  her  chamber.     8be  was  eUd 

M 

In  the  white  robe  of  reat ;  but  to  and  fro 

■ 

She    croesed    the    hght,    sometimes    with    hand- 

■ 

preaaed  close 

■ 

0pon   hei  brow,   sometimes    miacd   up    IowbtiI 

■ 

heaven, 

As  if  in  deprecation  or  despair; 

And  through  the  strident  soughing  of  the  elm 

J 

I  heard  her  voice  still  musical  in  woe, 
W&iling  luid  colling. 

With  a  uoijseless  step 
I  reached  the  door,  and,  nitb  a  noiseless  kej, 
Turned  back  the  bolt,  and  atood,  vdthin.    I  could 
Haye  colled  her  to  my  t-naa,  and  quelled  her  teoce 
By  one  dear  word,  and  jet,  I  spoke  it  not 
I  longed  to  leara  Ler  secret,  and  to  know 
In  whut  recess  of  history  or  heart 
It  hid,  iind  nruiight  her  awful  maladj. 

Not  long  I  Kait(.<d,  when  I  heard  her  vai<.-e 
Wuil  oat  again  in  ^vild,  beseeching  prayer, — 
Her  voice  no  sweet  iiud  BOulfiil,  that  it  seemed 
As  if  a  listening  ftt'nd  coiild  not  refuse 
Suoh  help  R8  in  liini  lay,  alLhuu(;h  lier  tongue 
Bhould  falter  to  articulate  her  poiu. 

r  heard  her  voice— O  God  1  1  hward  her  worda  I 

Not  bolts  of  burning  from  the  vengefid  sky 

Had  sashed  oratuimedmenioro.     I  shook  like  one 
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Powerlen  nilliia  tLo  toila  of  some  great  sin. 
Or  toiCM  o'oriunstuiiog  lussion ;  or  like  uue 
Whoao  muB  toiu  ioe  at  onset  of  tlie  plo^ia 
"OQoil,"  slie  Baiil,  "my  FutJiar  Bad  my  Frienil  T 
**  Spare  liim  tii  mf,  out!  snve  me  from  myself  I 
'*  0  I  if  thou  help  me  not — it  thou  forsake — 
"Tliis  Lnnd  wliidi  tliuu  luist  made,  will  lake  the 

life 
"  Thoa  mudtft  tlic  bund  lo  feed.     I  cling  to  hini, 
"  My  BOD, — ^my  boy.     If  danger  come  lo  him, 
"No  one  is  left  to  juitq  we  from  tliia  toimo. 
"Thou  knowont,  0  !  my  Ood,  how  I  have  striveu 
"  To  quenah  the  uwfiil  iiuxmbs ;  how,  in  fain, 

'My  prnyetB  have  gone  before  thee,  tor  release 
■'  Prom  the  foul  demon  who  woidd  drivo  my  aoiil 
*■  To  crime  that  leaves  no  epaue  for  [leuiteuee  I 
"O  1  Father  1  Father  I    Hear  ine  when  I  oaU  I 
"  Ha^  thou  not  mode  me  1    Am  I  not  thy  child  ? 
■•  Why,  why  thia  mad,  nijBterioia  deaire 
"To  follow  him  I  ioved.  by  the  dark  do<jr 
"Through  which  he  forcix]  hia  poaaage  to  the 
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"That  death  throws  wide  to  all  ?    O  wli;  miiBt  1, 

"  A  poor,  weak  woman — " 

I  iMold  hear  no  more. 
But  dropped  my  dripping  clunk,  and,  with  a  voice, 

Toued  to  its  tendcrest  csdeni'«,  I  prouounced 
The  sweet  word,  "mother  I" 

Her  excess  of  joy 
Boist  ID  a  cry,  and  in  a  moment's  space 
I  sat  within  her  room,  and  she,  mj  cliild. 
Was  subbing  in  my  niTiis.     I  spoke  no  word. 
But  sut  distiracted  with  my  tecidemesa 
For  her  who  threw  heraelf  upon  my  hwirt 
In  perfect  trust,  and  bitt«i  thoughts  ot  Him 
WboGB  Huucor,  though  imx>ortimtiU!ly  sought 
In  pitcoiis  pleadings  by  a  gentlo  eaint, 
Was  grudgingly  withheld.    Her  closing  words : 
"  O  !  why  must  I,  a  poor,  weak  womau — "  rang 
Through  every  chamber  of  my  tortured  sou]. 
And  called  to  coudave  and  rebellion  all 
The  blaok-browed  pafaiuns  Ihitlieito  restiainad. 
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iy,  tfhy  liliWd  she,  wku  ouly  suuglit  tux  Uod 
Be  given  to  a  devil  ?    Why  sliould  she 
Who  begged  for  bread  bo  wiswered  with  a  stone  7 
A.y,  wli;  skould  she  vriioae  soul  recoiled  from  sin 
As  from  a  fiend,  find  in  her  heart  a  fiend 
To  urge  tlie  siu  she  hat«d  ? — qiicstioits  ivU 
The  fiends  within  me  answered  as  thej'  would. 

0  God !  O  Father  !  How  I  hnted  Uiee  ! 
Nay,  how  within  my  angry  aonl  I  dared 
To  cnrae  tli;  sacred  name  I 

Tliun  other  thoiighta— 
Thoughts  of  myself  and  of  my  destiny — 
^nooeoded.    Who  and  what  was  I  ?    A  yontli. 
"Doomed  by  Uereditaiy  taint  to  orime, — 
A  youth  whose  every  artery  and  vein 
Was  doubly  ehargud  with  Buiuidol  blood- 
When  the  full  consciousness  of  wliat  I  wna 
Posseaaed  my  thonght,  and  I  gazed  down  the  nbyn^ 
God  had  prepfired  for  me,  I  shrank  aghast ; 
Ajad  there  in  silence,  with  ua  awful  oath 

1  dare  not  write,  1  swore  my  will  was  mine, 
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And  mine  mybuidi  and  that,  thoiigli  all  the  lion ila 
Tliut  Climber  hcU  and  ovairun  tlie  cartli 
Should  Binir  the  deadly  impulse  oC  my  blood, 
And  Leaven  withhold  the  aid  I  would  not  aak ; 
Tbongh  woes  uimtuiibered  should  beset  my  life, 
And  reason  fall,  and  uttermost  despair 
Bold  me  a  hopelem  prisoner  in  its  glooms, 
I  would  resist  and  conquer,  and  live  out 
Uy  complement  of  years.     My  bosom  burned 
With  fierce  defiance,  and  the  angry  blood 
Leaped  from  my  heart,  iind   boomed   withiu   my 

With  throbs  that  stunned  me,  though  each  fiery 

thrill 
Was  charged  with  teudciiicse  for  her  whoso  head 
Was  pillowed  on  its  riot 

Long  I  sat — 
How  long  I  know  not — bnt  at  last  the  sad. 
Hysteric  sobs  and  suspirutions  ixneeil, 
Or  only  at  wide  intervitls  recurred  ; 
And  then  I  rose,  and  to  her  waiting  \^ 
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Led  my  doome^l  motlier.    WitU  a  clieerfiil  voice— 
Cheerful  us  I  could  stunmon—^onil  a  Idas, 
I  hoile  licr  a  good  night  and  pleiutiLiit  dreums  ; 
And  then,  [icrosa  the  hall,  I  aonght  my  room 
Where  neither  sleep  nor  dream  awaited  me, 
Itiit  only  blnaphomoua,  black  thoughbi,  and  strife 
With  God  and  Destiny. 


I  snw  it  itU  : 
The  lamp  that  from  my  mjther'a  window  beiuned. 
Illumined  otlier  nights  and  otiier  storms, 
And  by  its  lurid  light  revealed  to  me 
The  secrets  of  a  life.     Her  andden  )mng!i, 
Her  brooding  wobh,  her  tGrrora  when  alone. 
The  strange  surrender  of  her  will  to  mine. 
Her  hunger  for  my  presence,  and  her  fear 
That  by  sume  slip  of  fortune  ake  should  lose 
Her  hold  on  me,  were  followe"!  to  their  home — 
To  her  poor  heart,  that  fluttered  every  hour 
With  conscious  presence  of  an  enemy 
That  would  not  be  espelleil,  and  strove  t-j  spill 
The  life  it  spoiled 
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From  thitt  eventfal  uiglit 
Ktie  was  not  left  nlone.     I  culled  a  friend, 
A  chearful  lady,  whose  companionahip 
Wibs  miimc,  medicine  and  rest ;  and  alie. 
Wanting  a  home,  and  with  a,  rendy  wit 
Learning  my  mother's  need  urnJ  my  desire, 
AEHmned  the  place  of  malj'on  in  the  bonse  ; 
Aud,  iu  return  for  whnt  we  gave  lo  her. 
Gave  us  herself. 

lly  mother's  confident-ts 
r  Belf-conSdence,  elie  quickly  won  ; 
And  thus,  though  sadly  burdened  ftt  ray  heart, 
I  found  one  burden  lifted  fTOm  my  bands. 
More  hbcrty  of  moTomeut  (lad  of  toil 
I  needed  ;  (or  Uie  time  was  drawing  near 
When  I  should  turn  my  feet  toward  other  luiUn, 
To  seek  matoitr  study,  and  oomplet* 
The  work  of  culture  faithfully  begun. 

Into  my  mother's  ear  I  breathed  my  plana 
With  Ciu-uful  woi-da.     The  imiveraity 
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Was  but  a  short  remove — n  morning's  walk— 
Awny  li-fita  her ;  and  ever  at  Iier  wisli — 
Nny,  alwajs  when  I  ooiild — Z.  woiiJil  retiirii  ; 
And  aoparntion  would  but  ewecten  love. 
And  joj  of  meeting  re(!om[)enBe  the  pain 
Of  parting  itnd  of  abaeuce. 

She  was  eahn, 
And  loaning  iu  her  thought  upon  her  friend, 
Gave  lier  consent.     So,  on  ft  summer  day, 
I  kissed  htir  faded  check,  and  tnmod  from  \wa\a 
To  seek  the  eoUego  UiiUa  that  I  had  seen 
From  boyhood's  mount  of  vision. 

Of  the  years 
Passed  there  in  study — of  the  rivahies, 
The  Jong,  sleru  struggles  for  pre-eminent^. 
The  triumpiis  hardly  won,  but  won  at  liist 
Beyohd  all  cavil,  matttrB  not  to  I«1L 
It  was  my  grief  that  while  I  gained  and  grew, 
My  mother  languished  momently,  rrnd  lost, — 
A  grief  that  turned  to  poison  in  my  blood. 
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Tlie  college  pmyera  frero  miuomerios  Ui  me, 
Aud  witb  djsdiiiiiful  pnssion  I  repelled 
AJI  Chriatiau  qneetiouingfl  of  heart  and  life. 
By  old  iKud  yoiiug. 

I  stood,  I  moved  bIooo. 
I  souglit  no  fnvorH,  took  no  courtesies 
With  giut^fiU  grace,  nnd  niirscd  my  hauglity  pvide. 
Tbe  men  who  kiieoied  mid  gloomed,  and  praywl 

and  sang, 
Seemed  but  a  brood  of  dullaids,  whom  contempt 
Would  honor  ovenouch.     No  tender  spot 
Waa  loft  witliin  my  indurated  heart. 
Save  that  which  moved  with  over-melting  mtb 
For  her  whose  breast  bod  unised  mo,  and  wliooc 

love 
Hiul  given  niy  life  the  only  happiness 
It  yet  had  known. 

With  her  I  kept  my  plodgo 
With  more  than  Iaith^d  panctualjty. 
Few  weeJiH  passed  by  in  all  those  biiay  yciiw 
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In  whicli  I  did  not  walk  tbe  way  botireen 
lUe  colloge  aad  mj  Uuma,  and  bear  to  ker 
Biitili  uciusolutiun  as  my  proaeuc^  guve. 
lu  tnitli,  mj  (orm  was  as  fumiliar  grown 
To  aJl  the  niati?  (twoUora  on  th<3  ruiul 
As  I  liad  heiyn  &  iJust-boj. 

Little  joy 
Tbeae  visits  won  for  me — little  beyond 
ThSit  which  I  found  in  bearing  joy  to  her — 
For  eveiy  year  marked  on  her  elcnder  frame, 
And  on  her  cheeks,  and  on  her  failing  br&in. 
Its  record  of  decadence.     I  could  see 
That  she  was  ainkiiig  into  helpleaaaem. 
And  that  too  soon  her  inoflfenaiTe  soul. 
With  all  its  sweet  afli^otiunfl,  would  go  down 
To  hopeleas  wreck  and  darkness. 

From  bfr  friend 
I  learned  that  still  tbe  burden  of  her  prayer 
Was,  that  she  might  be  saTod  from  one  great  Bin — 
The  ain  of  self-dfiBtniction.     Every  hour 
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This  one  petition  ati'uggled  from  hac  hOixt, 
To  reach  the  eat  uf  Ueavi.'n  ;  jet  never  licip 
Came  down  iu  answer  to  hex  cry. 

lUe  Spring 

That  nahered  in  my  olo^g  college  year 
Cnme  up  the  Talli^y  on  lier  bulmy  wiuga. 
And  Winter  Aod  awuj,  imd  left  no  tiiuK, 
Save  here  and  there  a  iuiu\vy  di'ift,  to  show 
Where  hia  coM  feet  had  rested  in  llieir  flight 
But  one  BtiU  ulght,  irithin  th«  spati  of  aleep, 
A  shivering  winter  cloud  that  'n'luadered  late, 
Shook  to  the  frosty  ground  ita  utcL  of  rims. 
So,  tvheu  the  momiiig  rose,  the  uru'th  irna  white  ; 
And  ehruha  and  trees,  and  ruufs  itiu)  rouks  luiil 

walls, 
Folgeut  with  dtuviiy  crystals,  miidu  a  woihl 
To  wLifh  a  brciith  wei-e  min  ;  and  a  hruath 
Wrecked  it  for  me,  auJ,  by  a  few  sad  worils, 
Blotted  tlie  snnht  eplcndor  from  my  sight. 
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U(  her  to  nliou  I  bopcd  it  luiglit  impiut 
Soiae  he.ilthy  toiicU  ol  joj-,  I  heard  the  bent 
Of  hoaU  upon  the  troekluss  bliink,  and  »»w 
A  hoiseman  speeding  up  the  a  von  no. 
I  mised  my  Botih,  (I  knew  ho  citniti  for  me,) 
Aud  fijtered  Xol'th  my  question.     From  Ids  bi-east 
He  drew  a  folded  slip  :  diamouutiug  tbon, 
He  stooped  aud  pressed  the  missive  in  a  tiiit-ss 
Ol  clinging  snow,  and  loused  it  to  my  luiud. 
I  rliMied  the  window,  burst  the  fi'oaty  seal. 
And  read  :    "  Your  mother  cannot  long  Bui'vtve ; 
Come  home  to  her  to-day."    I  did  uot  yawrm 
To  break  tlie  tani  of  night,  but  roHhing  forth, 
I  followed  cloac  the  measenger'a  retmiL 


It  was  a  aoraing,  Hueh  as  comes  but  oiit;i; 
In  all  the  Spring, — so  still  tuid  beautiful, 
So  full  of  proinise.  so  eiliihu-ant 
With  fi-ost  and  Sre,  in  earth  and  air,  that  life 
Had  been  &  brimming  joy  but  (or  the  sceue 
That  waited  for  my  eyes — the  scene  of  death — 


Prom  wtuch  imagmation  staggei'ed  back. 
And  evejy  aensibilitj  recoiled 

The  smoke  from  diutimt  sagar-campa  rolleil  np 
Through  tie  BtilJ  Btier  in  columuar  <wil»— 
Blue  pillars  of  a  bluer  dome-'Oud  nil 
The  resonnut  air  was  full  of  sounda  of  Bpniig. 
The  sheep  were  bleating  rouud  tliuir  emptj  rioka : 
Horses  let  loose  were  caUing  from  ufur, 
And  winning  fierce  replies ;  the  nxemnu'a  blows 
Tell  nimbly  at  the  piles  wliich  wiutry  woods 
Had  leut  to  summer  stores  ;  while  for  ouJ  fniut, 
The  rhjthmio  uliilatiouH  of  the  hound 
On  a  fresh  triul,  upon  the  mounldin's  side. 
Added  their  strange  (vild  musio  to  the  mom. 

The  beimty  and  the  music  caught  my  sense. 
But  woke  within  my  aick  and  sinking  heart 
No  motion  of  response,     I  walked  aa  ona 
Condemned  to  dungeon-glooms  might  walk 
Through  ahouts  of  mirth,  and  festal  pageantry. 
Hearing  and  seeing  all,  yet  over  oU 


I 
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Hearing  the  cl&nk  of  chains  and  clash  o[  baru. 
And  eceing  but  the  reptiles  ot  hja  cell. 

How  I  arrived  at  home,  withont  tatigue, 
Witiioot  a  thought  ot  effort — onward  borue 
Sj  one  abfiorliing  and  impelling  though t-~ 
Aa  one  within  a  mLuut<;'s  mete  may  filidi.', 
O'er  leagues  ot  saaay  di'eamland  in  a  dream, 
By  magic  oi'  by  miracle— I  found 
No  time  to  question. 

At  mj  mother's  duoi- 
I  stood  and  Usteued  :  bouu  I  heard  ray  nojue 
Frononneed  u-ithin  in  spitefid  nhisperiugs. 
I  toised  the  latoh,  and  met  her  burning  eyes. 
She  stared  a  vrild,  mnd  Htore,  then  raised  herselt. 
And  in  weak  fury  poured  upon  my  head 
The  vials  of  her  wrutb.     I  stood  hke  atoue. 
Without  the  power  to  wpeak,  tlie  while  she  roiued 
Uer  molediotious  on  nie,  and  in  words 
Fit  only  fur  the  dunined,  necused  my  life 
Of  crimes  my  limgui^e  could  not  uatue,  and  deeilE 
Wliich  only  outcast  wrelebea  know. 
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Ac  leugtb 
I  gaiiied  my  loagiio,  tuid  ti'ied  to  take  hei'  Unuil ; 
But  with  ft  sliriek  wliicU  cut  me  like  n  knilo 
She  shrank  from  me,  and  hid  her  qniveriBg  fucn 
Withiu  her  pillow. 

Theu  I  turned  awaj. 
And  sought  the  room  where  oft  in  better  daya 
We  botli  had  kudt  togetbui'  at  my  bed, 
And,  making  fust  mj  door,  I  threw  myself 
Proue  on  the  precious  couch,  and  gave  to  grief 
Mf  strung  and  stonuy  nature.    All  the  da; 
With  bursta  of  paaijon  I  benailcd  my  loss. 
Or  ia,y  benumbed  in  feeling  and  in  thought, 
Tiisting  no  food,  and  simttiug  out  my  soul 
From  uU  appiMooh  of  homnji  sympathy, 
Till   the  hght  inmed,  and  thi-ough  the  leoflMS 

Longha 
Of  the  old  elm  1  aiught  the  sheen  of  stara. 


Then  sleep  dctjcended — Huob  a  sleep  ns  comeR 
To  uttermost  eihaustioD, — sleep  with  dreams 
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Wild  as  UiQ  wakiug  [luito^los  of  hat 
Wlioee  screams  and  iinjoLerenl  ■worda  guve  voiue 
To  all  their  pliantom  brooiL 

At  leugUi  I  woke. 
Tiie  liuiise  was  still  us  dvuth  ;  and  yet  1  lieai'd. 
Or  tliouglit  I  heoi-d,  the  touch  of  crafty  levl 
Upon  the  carpet,  creeping  bj  my  duor. 
It  passed  away,  away ;  aiid  tlieu  n  pause, 
btill  aud  preeagefiil  us  the  breathless  calm 
Oil  wLieh  tke  sU>i-m-cluud  mouuts  the  pallid  West, 
SucoeedGd.     I  coiUd  liear  the  parlor- cluck 
CaLuitiiig  the  beaded  silcucp,  oud  my  bed, 
BttBtlitig  beueath  my  breathiu(j  oud  my  pnlsc, 
Waa  sharply  oriipibml,  uud  gave  me  pain. 

An  hour  passed  by,  (it  loitered  tilce  on  age,) 
Aod  th(--ii  came  hurried  words  cmd  hasty  Ml 
Of  fuotat^pa  ia  the  passage.     I  could  hear 
Screams,   Eobs,   and   whispered   calla   and  cluaii3<^ 

doore. 
And  lienvy  (eel  that  jarred  my  bed,  and  shook 
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The  irindowa  ot  my  room.    I  did  not  stdr ; 
I  dared  Dot  stir,  but  lay  mi  deathly  dread, 
TVoitiiig  tlie  drend  dfnoiieracnt.     Soon  it  cama. 
A  man  aiiproacLcJ  my  dcior,  and  trie<1  the  hit^ih  ; 
Then  knockoil,  nud  called.    I  knew  the  kindly  voiu 
Of  the  pliyeician,  and  tlirevr  back  the  bult 
Then  by  the  light  he  held  before  hia  (ace 
1  read  the  foot  of  death. 


I  took  bin  arm. 
And,  as  I  feebly  staggered  down  the  stwrs, 
He  broke  to  me  with  lack  of  uselesa  words 
The  awful  truth.     ,     .     ,     TUe  old  (aniiiinr  tale 
8ho  opimterfeitcd  sleep  :  the  inirsea  both, 
Weary  with  over-wiiU'hing  in  tJieir  chairs, 
Under  the  ciimbroua  stillness,  slept  indeinl ; 
And  when  she  knew  it,  she  escaped  ;  and  thou 
She  did  the  deed  to  which  for  imuiy  ycora 
She  had  been  predisiioaed.     Perhnjw  I  knew 
The  nntui-o  of  tlii>  cjise  :  perhaps  I  knew 
My  father  went  that  way.    I  clutched  hia  anu  ; 
There  was  no  need  uT  words. 


I 
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The  pnilDi-  duor 
Stood  open,  aiij  a  throng  of  liilent  fricuiU, 
Cboidiig  with  teais,  gazed  on  a  silent  form 
Shrouded  in  anowj  liueiL     They  made  way 
Fur  uie  aad  my  uompaniua.     On  my  kueea 
1  clitsped  the  precious  clay,  imd  pouiiug  forth 
My  pitying  love  and  tenilemcss  for  her, 
I  gave  indignant  voice  to  my  complaint 
Against  tlie  Being  wlio,  to  aL  her  prayciit. 
For  auccor  and  security,  had  turned 
A  deaf,  dcod  ear  and  a  repelling  hnnd. 


To  what  blaspheming  utterance  I  gave 
My  raving  passion,  moy  the  God  I  ciu'sed 
Forbid  my  shiiuking  mcmoiy  to  recoil  1 
I  now  rememljor  only  tiiat  when  drawn 
By  strong,  detemiiiiod  hands  away  from  her, 
The  room  was  vacant.     Every  pitying  friend 
Ilnd  flown  my  presence  and  the  room,  to  find 
Release  of  Bcn^ibility  from  words 
That  roused  their  superstitious  soula  to  fear 
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TLal  God  woiUJ  smite  uie  tbroiigli  tliL'  bliiiiliuj; 

stnuke 
Of  luj  great  turmeut. 


Sileui^e,  fur  tilt:  rtist  1 
It  was  a  dream  ;  and  oiily  ua  a  dream 
Do  I  remember  it :  the  cofBued  furm, 
Tlie  fimeral — u  coiioourae  of  the  Uiwu — 
The  trembhng  prajer  for  me,  the  choking  subs, 
The  loDg  jn'OL-esiiioQ,  the  descendiug  duJs, 
TLe  slow  return,  articniated  all 
Witli  wild,  mad  words  of  miue,  and  gentle  fspeeoL 
Of  thoeo  who  sought  to  em'li  or  oomfurt  m« — 
All  wua  n  dieam,  &ou  wlucb  I  woke  at  length 
With  heart  as  dead  as  liers  wiio  slept.    The  lieaTens 
Were  brass  above  me,  aud  the  breathing  woi'ld 
Was  void  and  meauiiiglesi.     When  told  to  pmy, 
Tbia  WHS  the  logic  of  luy  heart's  reply  : 
If  God  be  liOTO,  not  such  is  be  to  me 
Nor  suuh  to  mine.    If  Hu  heard  not  tJie  voice 
or  Hucb  a  lovely  saint  on  she  I  mourned, 
Miue  would  but  rouse  His  vengeauea 


n 


COMPLAINT. 


RrvsB,  epiirlLiiug  rivtir,  1  have  fault  to  find  with 

lUvHT,  tlioa  dost  never  give  a  woi-d  of  peace  to  me  I 
Dimpliug  to  each  loucb  ol  Boustiiuo,  wimpling   U> 

eocli  air  tluit  blows, 
TUou  ilost  make  no  sweet  replying  to  my  sighing 

for  repose. 


Flowers  of  moimt  ond  meadow,  I  liavc  fault  to  find 

So  the  bivezoa  cross  aud  toss  you,  so  joitr  uiips  oco 

filled  with  doff, 
Mttttcra  not  though  sighs  give  motion  to  tlie  oceim 

of  your  breath  ; 
Matters  not  tliongli  3-ou  ui'e  filling  with  the  chilling 

drops  of  death  1 
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BirdsoEsongiuidbouuty,  lol  lobargd  j-ou  all  willi 

Though  fJl  hiipless  piissious  thrill  and  fill  me,  fuu 

are  stUl  tlio  samo. 
I  con  b-irrow  for  my  sorrow  notliing  that  iiviiila 
From  your  lonnly  note,  that  ooly  speaks  of  joy  th.it 


0  I  indiffiirenco  of  Nutitro  to  the  foot  of  hamitn  pnm  '. 
Erery  griot  that  seeks  roUet  entreato  it  at  her  haml 


Not  a  bird  apeaks  fortli  itfl  passion,  not  a  river  Het^k^ 


Nor  a  flower  from  wreatlis  of  3iii 
Hrmpntby  with  me, 


O !  the  rigid  rock  is  frigid,  though  its  bed  be  sum- 
mer mould, 

And  the  diamond  glitters  ever  in  the  gmap  of 
ehaugeless  gold  ; 

And  tho  laws  that  bring  tlie  sensona  owing  their 
cycles  aa  tbay  must, 


Tkough  the  ample  toad  tliey  tramjila  blind  the 
eyes  with  human  diist 

ItFoons  will  -wax  in  argent  glory,  though  man  wuue 

to  hopeless  gloom  ; 
StoiB  will  sparkle  in  tlieir  splendor,  though  he 

darkle  to  his  doom  ; 
Winds  of  heaveu  he  calls  to  fan  hiui,  ban  him  with 

on  icy  chill. 
And  the  shifting  crowds  of  clouds  go  drifting  o'er 

Lim  as  thej  will. 

Yet  within  my  inmost  spiiit  I  con  hear  on  nndet- 
That.by  luw  of  prime  relation  holds  those  voices  as 

The    full    tonic  whose    harmonic  gniudours  rise 

through  Nature's  words, 
Fi-om  the  ocean's  thundroiw  rolling  to  tlii?  Irolliug 

of  the  liiiila. 


Spirit,  O  '.  iiij  spirit !     Is  it  tlio 
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Artr  than  clingiug  to  Deceuibtu'  wbUe  LLie  earth  ia 

iu  its  June  7 
Host  thou  dropped  thj  part  in  nature  ?    Haul  tlioii 

louohed  BnothPr  kej  ? 
Art  thou  angry  that  the  aothem  n-iU  not,  cannot, 

wait  tor  l.lict'  ? 

Spirit,  thoa  art  left  alone— alone  on  wuters  wild  ; 
For  God  is  gone,  and  Iiuvd  is  dead,  and  Natiu-i: 

epums  lier  cliilJ. 
Tbon  art  drifting  in  a  deluge,  wares  below  and 

clouds  above, 
And  with  weaij  wings  eomo  back  to  thee,  tbj 

raven  nnd  thy  dove. 


PART  II. 


LO  VE. 

As  from  a  docp,  deml  sen,  by  drastic  lift 
Of  peiit  voldinin  fires,  the  driptiing  form 
Of  a  new  ialimd  swells  to  meet  the  air, 
And  oft^r  moiitlis  of  idle  basking,  feels 
Tlie  prieklj  feet  of  life  from  comiLlcBa  gonuB 
Creeping  along  its  sidea,  snd  roaoliing  up 
In  fern  nnd  fliiwer  to  the  life-giTing  snu, 
So  from  lay  grief  I  roee,  and  bo  at  length 
I  felt  new  life  returning  :  bo  I  felt 
The  life  ah'eadj  wnk^utid  stretching  foi'th 
To  Bteonger  light  and  purer  atniosphen!. 
But  most  I  luuged  for  hiimnu  love — thu  eouicu 
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(So  aadlj'  closed,)  (rom  wliieli  my  life  liail  ilxavil 
Its  sweetest  liispiration  aud  ruwiu'iL 
I  uould  Dut  ytay,  nor  ooiilJ  m;  spirit  nin 
From  aighto  and  somula  of  niitiire  the  ri'sponse 
It  Tsinly  yeonied  for.     Tliej  aasDiled  my  sense 
With  senseless  seeming  of  the  hum  aud  wliirl 
Of  vast  machinery,  whose  motive  power 
Sought  its  own  enda,  or  wrought  tor  mbiiBtry 
To  other  hte  tluui  mine. 

I  cuuld  Btoud  still. 
And  see  the  trains  sweep  by  ;  could  hear  the  roar 
Of  thunderiug  wheels ;   could  watch  tUo  pearly 

plomea 
That  floated  where  they  flew ;  could  ctttch  a  gliinpw 
Of  thonsnnd  happy  imxa  at  the  ghisa  ; 
But  felt  that  nil  their  freighted  hfe  mid  wuitlth 
Were  naught  to  me,  aud  moved  toward  othyr  soula 
In  othei'  latitudi'B. 

Ayeavhmia.ivvu, 
Ajid  more,  when,  on  a  Sunday  moru  in  Jiiue, 
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I  wauduTed  uut  to  way  away  Hits  houn 

Of  growing  reatlessncss.     The  woraliipers 

Were  diionging  to  the  service  of  the  day, 

And  gave  me  sidelong  stare,  or  ahiuuied  me  qiiib!, 

As  if  they  knew  me  for  ft  reprobate, 

And  feared  a  taint  of  deatli. 

I  look  Uie  Kind 
That  eostwai'd  cleft  the  town,  nad  sought  the  bridge 
That  spanned  the  river,  reaching  which  Z  crowed. 
Then  deep  within  the  sbripea  of  springing  coin 
I  found  the  ehndow  of  an  elm,  and  lay 
Stretohed  on  the  downy  gross  for  listless  hours, 
Di'eaming  of  days  goue  by,  or  taming  o'er 
WiQi  careless  Imnd  the  pages  of  a  book 
I  had  brought  with  oie. 

Tired  at  length  I  rose, 
And,  tuuched  by  some  light  impulse,  moved  along 
The  old  familiar  road.    I  loitered  on 
In  a  blind  reveTy,  nor  marked  the  while 
The  furlongs  or  the  time,  untU  the  Hppll 
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111  a  full  boist  of  miiaic  was  dissolved. 

I  stortlt-'d  an  oue  sbirtlus  from  a  drenin. 

And  Baw  Uie  tiUurcli  of  Hadley,  Irom  wliose  iloon*, 

Opened  to  summer  air,  the  cliorol  liymn 

rniued  out  its  mensiired  tides,  ajid  roac  and  full 

Upon  the  silence  in  broad  cndeDcea, 

Aa  trom  a  fiu*,  careering  wsa,  Uie  wavon 

Lift  into  silver  swells  the  sleeping  breasts 

Of  land-locked  bnjs, 

I  heard  the  Gound  of  flut«a, 
And  hoarse,  sonorons  viols,  in  accord 
With  hiippy  hiujiaa  voices,— and  one  voice — 
A  woman's  or  itu  angel's — that  compelled 
M7  feet  to  swift  approach.     A  thread  of  gold, 
Through  all  the  wub  of  Bound,  I  followed  it 
Till,  by  the  stresa  of  some  strungo  sympaLiiy, 
And  by  no  aut  of  will,  I  joined  my  voice 
To  that  one  voice  of  melody,  and  sang. 

The  heart  is  winir  than  the  intellect, 

Aud  woi'ks  with  swifter  hands  and  surer  feet 
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Toward  viae  coaclastoas.     So,  without  resort 
To  reason,  in  mj  heart  I  knew  that  she 
^Vho  sung  hnd  suffer&i— knew  that  aho  had  grievod, 
Had  huugered,  struggled,  kissed  the  cheuk  of  death, 
And  ranged  the  acale  of  passioos  till  hor  soul 
Was  deep,  and  wide,  and  eoft  with  sympathy  ; — 
Nuj,  more  thou  this  :  that  she  Iiad  found  at  last 
Peace  like  a  river,  on  whose  wavulaas  tide 
Hhe  floated  while  aho  saag.     This  vrao  the  key 
That  loosed  my  prisoned  voice,  uud  filled  my  eyea 
With  tender  tears,  ouil  touchu-d  lu  lifu  agftin 
Uy  better  natura 


Wljeu  the  choral  closed. 
And  tbe  last  chord  in  silence  Inpsed  away, 
I  raised  my  eyes,  and,  nodding  to  the  tteck 
Of  the  old,  slippered  aexton,  I  went  in, — 
Not  {shall  it  he  confessed  ?)  to  find  the  God 
At  whoso  plain  altar  bowed  the  runil  tlu-ong ; 
But,  throiigli  a  vuice,  to  follow  t.i  ita  souroe 
The  influence  that  moved  me. 


I« 


And  vaaaj  ej-es  looked  up  as  I  advanced 

Throagli  the  broad  aiale,  and  took  a,  acat  that  turned 

'iS.j  face  to  all  the  faces  iu  the  house. 

I  eoanEed  tho  simpering  girls  witliin  the  choir, 

But  found  not  what  I  sought ;  and  then  mj  eyes 

With  nuuhling  inquisition  swept  the  pewa. 

Pausing  at  every  madden  face  in  vain. 

One  Ucad,  that  crowned  a  tall  sod  slender  form, 

Was  bowed  nitli  reverent  grace  upon  the  rail 

Before  her  ;  and,  Eilthongli  I  caught  no  glimpse 

Of  her  sweet  face,  I  knew  such  face  was  thei«. 

And  there  the  voice. 

It  was  Commnniou  Day. 
Tlie  simple  table  underneath  the  dt-sk 
Was  draped  with  linen,  on  whose  snow  was  spreotl 
The  feast  of  love— the  vases  filled  with  wine. 
The  separated  bread  aud  circling  cups. 
The  venerahle  pastor  had  come  duwn 
From  his  high  pulpit,  aiid  assumed  the  seat 
Of  presidence,  and,  with  benignant  eyes. 
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Bat  aniiling  on  hu  fli  wk.     Tlie  deaoona  all 

liose  from  tbi;ir  pews — four  old,  lirown-hiiiniei 

With  frosty  ]iiiir— aiiil  took  tlio  ancient  chnits 
Tbat  flanked  tbe  table.     All  tlie  Itouse  vaa  btill. 
Save  liere  and  there  the  rustic  of  a  silk 
Or  fulding  of  ft  fan  ;  aud  over  all 
Brooded  the  doTe  of  peace.    I  luui  no  purl 
In  the  fair  q>cctacle,  but  I  could  feel 
That  it  WDs  beautiful  and  sweet  as  heaven. 

When  the  old  paator  rose,  with  soleron  mien, 
I  looked  to  see  the  lady  lift  her  bead  ; 
But  still  she  bowed  ;  and  then  I  heard  tlicse  mitdi 
"  The  person  who  nnitoa  with  ne  ti>day 
"'WiUtuke  her  place  before  me  in  thealale, 
"  To  give  her  answer  to  our  creed,  and  speak 
"  The  pledges  of  our  covenaut" 

Then  first 
I  saw  bcr  face.    With  modost  gi'ace  she  voa<\ 
Lifted  lifi  b.it.  uiut  guve  it  tu  thu  liuud 
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Of  a  compnnioii,  auil  witlun  the  aislo 
Btood  out  aluue.    My  Leott  beat  thick  and  limt 
With  visiuD  of  h(;r  ptu-fect  loTcliueHS, 
Aud  ikpprebt^Duun  ol  Uie  liemiam 
'I'liiit  Rlioni-  within  lier  rjcs,  and  mude  her  act 
A  Chriat-hke  siatrifliie. 


O  !  eyes  ol  blue  t 
0  I  h]y  tiu'oaC  find,  cht^eka  of  faiutest  cuiK!  1 
O  I  brow  aerem',  eutbroned  iii  liuly  tUuught  1 
O  1  soft,  broww  swei^pa  of  hiiir !  O  I  fihapely  gnu* 
Of  raaideuhood,  eiu-obed  in  virgin  vliite  ! 
\V]iy,  in  yoat  rapl  imcouatAoumvas  of  me 
And  oU  ftronnd  you— in  the  prescnce-liall 
Of  God  luid  angela~«t  the  marrlBge-feiiBt 
Of  Jesiia  and  liia  cJioson — did  my  eyes 
Profane  tiie  hour  ivith  other  feast  thou  yours  ? 


I  heard  the  "  You  Beheve  "  o(  the  old  creed 
Of  PiuHtan  New  England  ;  and  I  lienrd 
The  old  "Ton  Promise  "  of  ita  covenant. 
Hot  bow  nf  reverent  osaeut  to  ull 
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She  (tlosed  tier  ey  ea^    Thea  lif  tiag  iip  toward  lie3,yeu 
His  handa,  the  paator  prajed,  — prajed  that  her  soul 
Might  be  forever  kept  from  slain  and  sin ; 
That  Christ  might  live  in  her,  nnd  through  her  life 
Shine  into  other  sonls ;  might  give  her  strength 
To  master  aU  temptation,  and  to  keep 
The  vows  that  Hay  assumed  ;  might  comfort  her 
In  everj  Konow,  and,  iu  death's  dread  hour. 
Bear  her  in  hopeful  triumph  to  the  rest 
Prepared  for  tlioae  who  love  him. 

All  this  scene 
t  saw  throQgh  blinding  tears.    The  poetry 
That  like  a  soft  aureola  embraced 
Within  ittt  cope  those  two  i30iitraati<d  forms  ; 
The  eager  observation  and  Qie  bush 
That  reigned  tWmgh  all  the  himso  ;  the  breathless 

Of  Bwe«t  solemnity  and  tender  awn 
Which  held  all  iieoi'ts,  when  she,  The  Beautiful, 
Received  the  sign  of  marriBge  to  The  Good, 
O'erwhelmed  me.  and  I  wept     Shall  I  confess 
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Tliat  in  the  struggle  to  repress  raj  tears 

And  hold  my  awelliog  heart,  I  grudged  her  gift. 

And  felt  that,  by  the  measure  she  hail  riaeu, 

She  hiul  put  spttoe  bctweoa  heraeU  tuid  mo. 

And  quenched  my  hope  ? 

yhe  atood  while  courtesy 
Of  (oemal  Chi-istiaa  welcome  was  bestowed  ; 
Then  straightway  sought  her  seat,  as  though  no  oyeu 
Dut  those  of  One  unseen  observed  her  dte{>s. 
I  saw  her  taste  the  sacrameutAl  bread, 
And  touch  the  silver  chalice  to  hej;  UpB ; 
And  while  site  thought  of  Him,  the  Spotless  Oufl 
Whose  deah  and  blood  were  syiubolled  tu  her  hi»rt, 
And  worshiped  in  her  tliouglit,  I  ate  aui)  drauk 
ller  virgin  beauly — with  what  guilty  aeune 
Of  profanation  I 

Last,  the  closing  hymn 
Guvu  me  her  voice  again  ;  and  this  I  driuik  ; 
fJay,  this  juvndod  and  porvaded  mo. 
CU  subtile  search  found  out  the  sleeping  chorda 


1 


Of  synipfithy ;  and  oa  tlie  bridge  of  soiud 
It  built  bfltween  oiir  soula,  I  crossed,  and  aai 
Lito  t}ie  depths  of  puiity  imd  love — 
The  fnll,  pathetic  power  of  womanhood — 
From  whieh  the  atnictiire  sprang.     Just  one 
I  caught  her  eyea.     She  blushed  w 
Of  my  strong  guze  ;  but  paused  not  in  Uer  hymn 
Till  ahe  had  given  to  every  word  (he  wings 
Tlwt  bore  it,  like  a  singiug  bird,  toward  heaven. 


The  benediction  fall ;  and  then  the  throng 

Pasaed  slowly  out.    I  was  tlie  last  to  go. 

I  saw  a  man  whom  I  had  known,  and  ahraiik 

Both  from  Ida  greetings  and  Iuh  queationings. 

One  thiug  I  learned  :  tlint  she  who  thua  had  joint'd 

This  cliistef  of  distuples  was  not  boru 

And  i-eared  among  their  minilier  ;  tlint  was  plain, 

I  saw  it  in  her  bearing  and  her  tires  ; 

In  that  unconscionxness  of  self  that  oomcB 

Of  gentle  breeding,  and  society 

Of  g^tln  men  and  women  ;  in  the  eaao 

With  whicli  she  boro  the  awkward  deference 
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Of  those  who  spoke  with  her  adown  the  k 
In  distant  and  nduiring  gozo  of  men. 
And  the  cold  scrutiiy  ot  village  gii'ls 
Who  passed  for  belles. 


I  stood  uijon  the  steps — 
The  lust  who  left  the  door — and  there  I  found 
The  lad;  and  her  friend.     The  elder  turned. 
And  nith  a  oordial  greeting  took  mj  hand, 
And  ridlieit  mo  un  mj  f orgetf  lUnesa. 
Hot  eyes,  hoi-  aiaile,  her  mnimer  and  her  voice 
Touched  the  quiok  spriugs  of  memor;,  and  I  epokc 
Eer  name. 


i 


She  was  my  mother's  early  fnund. 
Whose  face  I  liad  not  seen  in  all  the  years 
That  had  flown  over  us,  Biuce,  from  her  door, 
I  ohaaed  her  lamb  to  where  I  found — myselL 
She  spoke  with  tender  words  and  swimming  <!jt» 
Of  her  I  mourned,  and  questioned  me  like  one 
Who  felt  a  mother's  anxious  interest 


In  all  my  cares  and  plans.     Why  did  I  not 
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In  all  my  inamnloriiigB  and  wend-mugs 
Bemeniber  I  liud  fnends,  and  visit  them — 
Not  mussing  htv  ?    Her  niece  was  with  her  nan  ; 
Would  live  with  her,  perhaps — ("a lovely  girll"— 
In  whisper ;)  and  they  botl*  would  so  much  liko 
To  see  me  ut  tUeir  lioose  !  (whisper  again  : 
"Poor  child  !  I  fciir  itia  but  dall  tor  her, 
Herein  tbe(»tmti'y.")  Then  with  audden  thought — 
"  KatliriuiL  t" 

With  n  blushing  smile  she  turned, 
(She  had  Ueiurd  every  won],)  and  then  hex  aunt-. 
Her  volublij,  dear  aunt — presented  me 
As  an  old  friend — the  sou  of  an  old  friend — 
Whose  eyes  bad  promised  he  would  visit  them. 
Although,  in  her  monopoly  of  speech. 
She  hod  quite  shut  Lim  fi'om  the  eham-e  to  say 
So  much  !Ls  that 

I  caught  the  period 
QnJck  as  it  dropped,  and  spoke  (lie  happiuoss 
I  had  in  meeting  Uiem,  and  gave  the  pledge — 
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No  ooetlj'  thing  to  give — to  eiid  my  walka 
On  pleasant  nigUtfallu  at  the  little  LbUBO 
Under  the  tuoiintain. 

1  had  spoken  mora, 
Bat  thea  the  carriage,  with  its  single  horse. 
For  which  they  waited,  rattled  to  the  steps, 
And  we  descended.     To  their  loft?  seats 
I  helped  the  pair,  and  in  mj  own  I  held 
For  one  sweet  moment,  hand  of  all  the  houdx 
111  the  wido  world  I  longed  to  clasp  the  miist. 
A  plain    ''Good    Evening    Bii',"  wns  all  I  wan 
From  its  posaeasor ;  but  her  lively  aitiit 
With  playful  menace  shook  her  (an  ot  me. 
And  said  :  "  Ite member,  Piviil  ]"  and  ri>de  away, 

"  A  worldly  woman,  tiir  \"  growled  a  gnun  throat. 
I  turned  and  saw  the  aoxton.  Qiunv/  -  "  Wluch  ?" 
"I  mean  the  aunt."    ..."  And   what  about 

tie  niece  ?" 
"Too  fine  for  common  people !"  (with  a  shrug.) 
"  I  think  she  is."  I  said,  with  quiet  yoic«. 


And  tarued  m;  fuet  luwurd  home. 

A  pious  girl  1 
And  what  cduid  I  bo  to  a  pioua  girl  ? 
What  coiild  sbe  be  to  me  ?    Weiik  questions,  ttieae, 
Aud  vain,  [leihups  ;  but  ttuoh  us  young  men  aak 
0&  tilightec  spur  tlnui  mine. 

Slie  liod  bestowed 
Hbi  love,  her  life,  her  goodlj  aulfcm  Heavmi, 
And  hud  beea  nobly  earueet  in  her  gift. 
Before  oil  lovers  she  had  chosen  Ghrijit ; 
fi«foro  all  idola,  God  ;  before  all  wish 
And  will  of  loving  man,  her  heart  and  hand 
Were  pledged  to  duty.     Oould  she  be  a  wife  ? 
Could  she  be  mine,  with  such  uostinted  weoltli 
Of  love,  aud  love's  devotion,  as  I  craved  1 
Would  she  not  leave  me  for  a  Sunday  School 
Before  the  flrat  moon's  wane  ?    Would  she  not  seiJf 
The  cant  and  suuflle  of  couventidea 
"  At  early  eanilie-Ught,"  aud  sing  her  hymna 
To  driveling  boors,  aud  eheat  me  of  her  suugs  ? 
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Would  ohe  exhaust  hereolf  in  "  doing  good  " 

-liter  the  modern  styles — in  pntehing  quilis, 

And  knitting  eocks,  oud  beanng  feeble  tracts 

To  dii'ty  little  children — not  to  speak 

Of  larger  work  for  miRaionary  folk  ? 

Would  there  not  come  a  time  [O  !  fateful  time  I) 

When  Dorcas  and  her  host  would  fill  m;  hooee, 

And  I  by  eourtasy  be  held  at  home 

To  entertain  their  twaddle,  and  to  amile, 

While  in  Qod'e  niune  and  lovely  Chori^'s 

They  would  consume  my  Bubetance  ?    Would  nlie 

uot 
Become  the  stem  and  stately  president 
Of  some  society,  or  figure  in  the  list 
Of  slim  directresses  in  spectacles  ? 

Bo  much  for  questions  :  tlieu  reflections  came. 
These  pioiu  women  make  more  careful  wives 
Than  gidtiy  ones.  They  do  not  nm  away, 
Though,   dotibtlei^a,   huabauda  live  whose  benrts 

would  heal, 
Uroken  by  such  a  blow  I    Tlie  time  thoy  give 
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To  worship  and  to  pious  offiuee 
De&uads  the  mirror  nuunlj  ;  uad  the  gold 
That  goes  for  charity  goes  not  for  gema. 

Besides,  these  pioas  and  beheviug  wives 

Moke  geutle  mothera,  who,  with  self-control 

And  patient  flrmnesa,  tntin  their  children  well— 

A.  tact  to  be  remembered.     But,  alas  ! 

They  train  their  hufibands,  too,  and  aodertoke 

A  mission  to  their  sools,  so  gently  pushed. 

Ho  teiiilerly,  they  may  not  take  offeuec, 

Or  punish  ivith  rebuff ;  and  yat,  dear  heorte  I 

With  sach  perustence,  that  they  I'enoh  the  raw 

Befure  they  know  it ;  so  it  comes  to  tears 

At  last,  with  comfort  in  on  iip^ter  room. 

But  Ihen — a,  booI  is  Ea>:red  to  them,  and  a  purse 

Or  pocket-book,  though  in  a  dreeaiug-i'oom 

With  shutters  and  ft  key  1 

Thus  wrapped  in  thought 
And  selfish  ciifeulation  of  the  claims 
Of  one  my  poer.  or  my  Supt'rior, 
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La  ererj  personal  nnd  moral  gnyoo, 

I  walked  along,  till,  ou 

Flashed  ttic  abeorJitf  of  mj  ouaceiU 

And  mj  aaamaptiona,  aud  I  langlied  outriplit— 

Livughed  at  mjBelf,  so  louiUj  aud  bo  long 

riial  I  was  startled.     Not  fur  manj  niontha 

Hod  sound  of  mirth  escaped  me ;  and  my  voice 

Rang  strangely  in  my  oars,  ms  if  tlie  hpH 

Of  one  long  dead  had  spoken. 


Tlie  token  of  returning  hcnlthfulneBs 
With  warm  aelf-gratiilatiun.     I  had  toiieUed 
The  magic  hand  that  held  new  life  for  me ; 
The  cloud  was  hft<id,  and  the  burden  gone. 
The  leaf  within  my  hook  of  Xa(«,  that  gloomed 
With  awful  records,  waalicd  and  blotched  by  terns- 
Blown  by  a  woman's  breath  from  finger-tips 
riiftt  knew  not  wlrnt  they  did — waa  folded  back ; 
And  all  tlie  next  white  page  held  but  one  word  — 
One  word  of  gold  and  flanie — its  title-crown. 


Th«t  wriKiglit  n  rosy  nimbus  Tor  itself ; 
And  that  ous  word  was  iaivx. 


The  liLggard  dajs 
My  pride  or  ray  propriety  imposed 
Upon  desire,  before  tuy  eyea  cuuld  see 
The  objeot  of  my  new-bom  pnsaidii.  passed  ' 
And  in  tlie  low  hoara  of  on  afteniuou. 
Bright  wiU)  tlie  largess  of  a  kiugt;  sUuwer 
Wlioae  chariot'Wbeols  still  tliimderett  in  the  Eiist 
LeAving  the  West  tifliime,  I  songlit  the  uiciuIh, 
Aud  OBpe  ogiiin,  thrilled  hy  fore-tnstetl  joy, 
Walked  townrd  the  niuuntoin. 


While  I  woIkGd.  the  in  in 
Fell  likn  a  veil  of  gauze  lietweon  my  eyi«    * 
Ajid  the  bine  wall :  and  from  the  precious  spot 
That  held  the  olijecl  of  my  tliought,  Uiere  sprang 
An  iridn]  effulgence,  fiiint  at  first, 
But  brighteoiug  fast,  imd  leaping  lo  on  arch 
That  spimned  the  heaven*  -a  miracle  of  light ! 
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"  There's  troasure  wtere  the  miobDw  rests,"  I  said. 

Would  it  evade  me,  na,  for  years  untold, 

It  Lad  evaded  every  cliildiali  dupe 

Whoso  feet  had  chased  Uie  bright,  elusive  chcut  ? 

Would  it  evade  me  7    QneBtion  that  arose. 

And  loomed  ^th  diirker  front  and  liugi<r  form 

Than  the  dork  mouutain,  and  more  dnikly  loomed 

And  higher  rose  as  the  long  path  gjow  short  I 

Would  it  evade  me  ?    Like  a  pafsing  imiiie 

The  rainbow  faded  from  the  motmtain'a  face ; 

And  Hope's  resplendent  iris,  which  illumed 

Mj  question  gi'cw  phantasmal,  and  at  length 

lilTauishcd,  leaving  but  a  donbtfid  blur. 

Would  it  evade  me  i    Oods  I  what  wealth  or  woatL' 

Of  precious  life  awaited  the  reply  I 

Waa  it  ft  coward's  shudder  that  o'eiBwept 

My  fmtoo  at  tlioug-ht  of  poseible  repidae 

And  possible  relapse  ? 

"  Oh  !  there  he  comes  1" 
I  heard  the  mistress  of  the  cottage  say 
Behind  a  honeysuckle.     Diil  I  smile  ? 
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It  WBB  beoanae  Ulo  fancj  crossed  me  then 
That  the  ajmouncemeiit  wus  like  one  which  rings 
Ovei  the  pojor  scoa,  when,  from  his  perch, 
The  lookout  broits  a  loug-cxpected  vhaJe  ! 
Then  sweeping  the  piazza  from  the  apot 
Where  with  her  niece  she  sat,  she  hailed  me  witli : 
"  Mo  jon  are  come  at  last !    How  very  sad 
These  men  have  so  much  business  I    Tell  me  how 
Tou  got  away  ;  how  soon  you  must  vetum  ; 
"Who  waSera  by  your  absejice  ;  whnt  the  news, 
And  whether  you  are  well  ?" 

Brisk  medicine 
These  words  to  u;e,  nud  tisiely  given.     Tliey  l>roko 
The  epell  of  lear,  and  banished  my  restraint. 
She  t«>ok  my  arm,  nud  led  me  lo  lier  niece. 
Who  greeted  me  as  if  some  si>ecial  grace 
Of  courtesy  were  due,  to  make  amends 
For  the  familiar  badiunge  her  aitnt 
Sad  poured  upon  me. 

They  had  come  without — 
One  with  her  work,  the  other  with  her  book— 
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To  tute  tlie  freahneas  of  Uiu  evening  air. 

Washed  uf  the  hat  liny's  dust  by  nun  ;  to  \xeKt 
The  robin's  hymn  of  joy  ;  and  watch  tlio  clouila 
That  canopied  with  guld  Uie  sinking  sun. 
The  maiden  in  a  pole  blue  mnaUn  roba — 
Dyed  with  forget-me-note,  I  fancied  tlien, 
And  sweet  with  Uto  in  eveiy  fold,  I  knew— 
A  blush-rose  at  her  throat,  and  in  her  hair 
A  sprig  of  green  and  white,  wfts  lovelier 
Than  sky  or  landscape  ;  and  her  low  words  (e  I 
More  muaiciiUy  than  the  robin's  hjiun. 
So,  with  my  back  to  other  scene  and  sound, 
1  faced  the  faces,  to<ik  the  proffered  cluir. 
And  looked  and  Uiileued. 

"Tell  lis  oCyonrselt," 
Hptike  the  blurt  mint,  with  liet^nse  of  her  years 
"  What  aie  yon  doing  now  ?" 
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Into  a  gi'CAt,  good  iwui,  (lud  wiiU;  fiiic  bciuloi. 
And  have  uu  eud  of  tauii:  ?" 

Tlio  quMtiou  out 
Deeper  tlion  rfie  intended.     The  )iot  bluali 
Kni  sLimmemig  fiiiswer  t«ld  knr  of  the  liurt., 
And  tendcrl;  site  tried  to  heal  the  wound  : 
' '  I  kiiow  that  J-011  have  saJtered ;  but  your  lioura 
Mnst  nut  be  told  by  tenrs,     The  life  that  giteb 
In  muivailing  samiw  goee  to  waste." 

"Tme,"  1  replied,  "but  work  may  not  be  done 
WitJiout  a  motive.    Kover  worthy  man 
Worked  worthily  who  Was  uot  moved  by  lovo. 
When  she  I  loTcd,  aud  she  who  loved  mc  died, 
My  motivD  ilied  ;  luid  it  can  never  riae 
TiU  tnuap  of  love  aholl  coll  it  fi'um  the  duat 
Turesiirrootiun." 

I  spoke  eameatty. 
Without  a  tliought  (h;it  oUjer  fars  l.han  liei* 
Were  Uf.U'iiiiig  to  my  ivorils  ;  but  w1k-u  I  looked. 
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I  aaw  the  niaideo's  eyes  were  dim  with  teua. 
1  kuew  her  own  eiperienou  waa  touched, 
Aud  that  her  licui't  tuiule  iluswci  tu  uiy  own 
In  perfect  aympnlliy. 

To  clmnge  the  drift, 
I  took  her  book,  unil  rend  the  title-page ; 
"  So  yoii  like  poetry,"  I  aiid. 


"So  well  my  aiint 


Finds  fault  with  n 


"  You  writ«,  perhaps  ?" 


"  A  hsppj  woman  I"  I  exdoimei) ;  "  in  truth, 
The  firat  I  ever  found  nffbetiiig  art 
Who  Hhunncd  eipression  by  it.     K  a  girl 
Like  pnisting,  she  must  paiut ;  if  poetry. 
She  must  write  rcrsca.     Can  you  tell  mc  uhy 
(Foe  Bex  raorka  no  distinctiaD  iu  this  thing.) 
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Man  with  a  taste  for  art  in  finest  tormx 
Cherish  the  foncj  that  thej  sulj  become, 
Or  ore,  Art's  raasteru  ?    Yoa  shall  see  a  man 
Who  never  drev  a  line  or  struck  an  oro 
Direct  an  architect,  and  spoil  his  work, 
Becanse,  forsooth  1  be  likea  a  tasteFol  house  1 
He  likes  a  mulSii,  but  he  does  not  go 
Into  his  kitchen  to  instruct  his  cook, — 
Naj,  that  vere  insult     He  admires  fine  clothes. 
But  trusts  his  tailor.     Only  iu  those  arts 
Which  issue  from  creative  potencies 
Does  Itia  conceit  engage  him.     He  could  learn 
The  baker's  trade,  and  leiim  to  cnt  a  coat, 
But  never  learn  to  do  that  one  great  deed 
Which  he  easnya. '' 


"  'Tis  not  a  strange  mistake 
These  people  make  " — she  answered,  thoughtfidly, 
"  Art  gives  them  pleasure  ;  ami  they  honor  tliose 
Whose  heads  and  hands  produce  it.  U  they  see 
The  length  and  breuJth  and  beauty  of  a  thought 
Embodied  by  anothei',-  -if  they  hold 
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TJie  taste,  tJie  culture,  the  capacity. 
To  measnrD  Toluea  in  tlie  thiaga  of  ait. 
Wliy  ennnot  thej  create  ?    Wby  oinuiit  they 
Win  to  themselves  the  honor  they  bestow 
On  those  who  (ecd  them  ?    Is  it  very  straiiBa 
That  tboae  who  know  how  sweet  the  gratitndu 
Which  the  true  artist  stirs,  ehoulil  bum  to  taste 
That  gratitucle  themselves  ?" 

"  Not  strange,  perhape," 
I  said,  "  and  yet  it  is  a  sod  mistake  ; 
For  countless  noble  lives  have  gone  to  mtate 
In  work  whinb  it  iuspired." 

Here  spoke  the  aunt : 
"You  ore  a  precious  pair  ;  and  if  you  know 
'Wliat  yuu  are  talking  of,  you  know  a  deal 
More  than  your  elders,     By  your  royal  !<jave, 
I  will  retire  ;  for  I  can  lay  tlie  uloth 
For  kings  and  queens,  though  I  may  fail  to  know 
Their  lore  and  language.     You  cou  eat,  T  think  ; 
And  hear  a  tea-bell,  though  you  hear  ni't  me." 


Thus  speaking  in  her  crisp,  good-natureil  way, 
The  lady  left  iw. 

WbcQ  aLe  passed  the  door. 
Anil  IftQghter  at  her  jost  hiid  had  ita  way, 
Isaid:  "Ittukesallsorte  tonuikea  world." 

"How  many,  think  you  ?    Only  one,  two,  three." 
The  maiden  said.     "Here  we  have  all  the  norld 
£a  this  one  cottage — artiat,  teacher,  taught. 
In — not  to  mar  the  order  of  the  scale 
For  courtesy — yourself,  myself,  my  aunt. 
Tou  are  an  ai-tifit,  so  my  aunt  reports ; 
Bat,  aa  an  artist,  you  are  naught  to  her. 
And  now,  to  broach  a  petted  theory. 
Let  me  presume  too  boldly,  while  I  say 
She  cannot  underatAnd  you,  though  I  can  ; 
Tou  cannot  meaaure  her,  though  shu  is  wise. 
You  have  not  mucli  for  her,  and  tliat  you  huve 
You  cannot  teach  her ;  but  I,  knowing  her. 
Can  pick  from  your  creations  crumbs  of  thought 
She  will  find  manna.     In  the  bands  of  Christ 
The  Qvo  loaves  gi'^w.  the  fiaheu  multiplied  ; 


Aud  He  to  bis  disciples  gave  the  feast — 
Ihej  to  tbe  multituda     Ai'tiats  are  few, 
loacliers  ore  thousands,  and  Uie  world  is  Lu^^ 
ArtistB  ore  neoreBt  God.    Into  Uieir  souls 
He  breathes  Iiis  life,  aud  from  their  hands  it  cornea 
In  fair,  nrticulute  forms  to  bicBS  the  world ; 
And  yet,  these  fomiB  may  never  bless  Uie  world 
Except  its  teachers  take  them  in  their  hands. 
And  give  each  man  liis  portion. " 


As  she  spoke 
In  eomcHt  eloquence,  I  could  have  knelt, 
And    worshiped    her.      Her    delicate    cheek 

flushed. 
Her  eyes  were  filled  with  light,  and  her  closed  book 
Was  pressed  agaiuEt  her  heart,  whose  tlirobbing 

tide 

Thridded  her  temples.     I  was  half  amused. 
Half  rapt  in  admiration  ;  and  she  saw 
That  in  mj  ejes  at  which  she  blushed  and  paused. 
"Tourpnrdon,  Sir,"  she  said.     "Itili  becomes 
A  tettciher  to  instruct  on  utist." 
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"Nay, 
It  doos  become  jou  woadrously,"  I  said. 
With  liglit  but  earnest  words.     "  Praj  jon  go  on ; 
And  pHrdou  all  tjiut  my  nnoonacions  eyes 
HAve  done  to  stop  you. " 

"I  have  little  more 
That  I  would  care  to  say  :  yoii  hiive  my  thooght," 
She  answered ;  "  yet  there's  very  much  to  aay, 
And  you  should  say  it." 

"Not  I,  lady,  no: 

A  poet  is  not  practioil  like  yon. 
Nor  eeaaible  like  joa.     You  ean  teach  liim 
As  well  as  lamer  folk.    In  trutli,  I  think 
He  needa  inaliuction  quite  na  much  ae  they 
For  whom  he  ivrilea." 

"  That'3  posaible,"  she  suid, 
With  au  arch  smile. 

■'  WiU  you  explun  youTHeU  ?"' 
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"  Well— if  you  wish  it — yee  :"  Htie  nuide  ro|ily. 
"And  first,  my  auditor  must  know  that  1 
Believe  in  innpiiation,  thoiigli  he  knows 
Bo  much  as  that  already,  from  my  woriis,— 
Believe  that  God  inapirea  the  poet's  soul, — 
That  He  gives  eyes  to  aae.  aud  ears  to  heiur 
What  in  Ilia  realm  holds  finest  [uinistry 
For  highest  nptituduB  aud  Deeds  of  men, 
And  skill  to  mould  it  into  forms  (if  art 
Which  shall  present  it  to  Llie  nutld  he  serves. 
Sometimes  the  poet  writes  with  fire  ;  with  blood 
Sometimes  ;  sometimes  with  blackeet  ink  : 
It  matters  not.     God  finds  hia  mighty  way 
Into  his  verse.     The  dimmest  window-panes 
Let  in  the  morning  light,  ajid  in  that  hght 
Our  faces  shine  witli  kindled  sense  of  God 
And  his  unwearied  goodness  ;  but  the  gliias 
Gets  little  good  of  it ;  nay,  it  retains 
Its  chill  and  grime  beyond  tlie  jtower  of  light 
To  warm  or  whiten.     E'en  the  prophet's  aas 
Had  bettor  eyes  than  he  who  strode  his  back. 
And,  though  tho  prophet  bore  the  word  of  God. 
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Did  finer  reYerence.     Tho  Psalmist's  soul, 
Was  Dot  a  fitting  plno^  for  psnlma  like  liis 
To  dwell  in  over-long,  while  waiting  words. 
If  I  road  rightly.     Aa  for  the  old  aeera. 
Whose  ejyB  God  touched  with  viaion  of  the  lift! 
Of  the  unfolding  ages,  I  mnst  doubt 
Whether  they  comprehended  wliat  tliey  saw, 
Or  knew  what  they  recorded.    It  remains 
For  the  world's  teachors  to  expaaad  their  words ; 
To  probo  their  myBteries  ;  and  relegate 
The  truth  they  hoid  in  blind  siguificftnce 
Into  the  fair  domains  of  history 
And  human  knowledge.     Am  I  understood  ?" 


"  You  are,"  I  answered  ;  "  nnd  I  cannot  say 
Yon  flatter  me.     God  takes  irithin  his  hand 
A  tbiug  of  his  contrivnnce  which  we  coll 
A  pfJC-t  ;  then  He  puts  it  to  his  lips, 
And  speaks  his  word,  and  puts  it  down  again — 
The  instrument  not  bettor  and  not  worse 
For  being  handled  ;— not  improved  a  whit 
Cn  quflUtj.  I)j  qiialily  of  that 


Which  it  coaveya.    Do  I  report  ariglit  ? 
Or  do  you  prompt  me  ?" 

"  Yon  are  very  iii>t," 
She  saiil,  "  at  learning,  but  a  little  balil 
In  statemenL     NathJess,  be  it  hs  you  say ; 
And  WB  shall  BBe  Uow  it  in  possible 
Thut  poets  neod  instmctioa  quite  as  maoli 
AiB  those  for  whom   they  write.     What  suit.  Iin^ 


Tho  brightest  geninses  have  beeu  !    How  wiiak. 

How  mean  in  chatiicter  I  how  foul  in  life  ! 

How  leebiy  have  the  beat  of  them  tetaineil 

The  wealth  of  good  nnd  beauty  which  has  flowed 

In  cxyetal  streams  from  God,  tlie  fountniu-bead, 

Through  them  to  fertihze  the  world !    Nny,  worse; 

How  miiny  of  them  have  infosed  the  tide 

With  tincture  of  their  own  impurity, 

To  poison  sweeteet,  unsuspecting  lips, 

And  breed  diseases  in  the  finest  blood  I 

And  poets  not  alone,  and  not  the  worst ; 

But  painters,  sculptors— those  whos(>  kingly  )>awei 


KATBRINA.  B6 

And  Aptitude  for  ttttenuice  divine 
Have  miide  tUem  artdsta :— how  have  thesu  coa- 

Icmn^d 
Iq  ooanUess  iusbuic^s  the  God  of  Hiitven 
Who  Sa*A  them  with  hU  lira  I    Think  yon  thut 

Conld  compass  theii'  ncliievementa  of  iliemselvca  ? 
Can  atreiiroa  surpass  tlioit  fonntaioa  ?" 

"Nny,"IsMd, 
la  quick respouee,     "Tour  argument  is  good; 
But  is  the  artist  nothing  ?    la  he  naught 
But  nn  npt  tool — ft  month-pierti  tor  a  voice  ? 
You  make  him  but  tlie  eitigot  of  a  coxk 
Round  which  you,  ttaehera,  wait  with  silver  cups 
To  bear  away  the  wine  that  leavas  it  thy. 
You  magnify  your  office." 

"We  do  all 
Wiiit  upon  God  fur  every  gnico  niul  good," 
She  then  it'joined.     "  You  take  it  at  first  hunda, 
And  ve  fnnn  yours :  the  multitudQ  from  ours. 
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It  may  leaeb  tlirongh  our  aouls,  if  our  poor  yrtUs 
BetaJn  it  nut,  aiid  drencli  the  fragrant  aaiid. 
And  if  I  magnify  my  offiM — well ! 

Tis  a  groat  office.     \Vliat  wonid  come  of  nil 
The  mnsic  of  tbu  luastra,  did  ncit  we 
Wftit  at  Uieir  doors,  to  puhlisli  ti>  Uie  world 
What  God  has  told  them  ?    Tliey  wodld  1>b  ub 

As  the  dumb  Sphinx.     They  write  a  sjinpliouy, 

An  opera,  on  oratorio, 

In  language  that  the  teacher  imderatands. 

And  sh'aight  the  whole  world  echoes  to  its  stntiiw. 

It  shrills  and  thunders  through  cathedra]  glooms 

From  goldpn  orgnn-tnbes  and  voioeful  choirs : 

The  halls  <if  nrt  of  both  Oie  hrmiBpherta 

Beaound  with  its  divinest  melodies  ; 

The  street  stirs  with  the  impidse,  nud  we  lieor 

The  bki-e  of  martiiJ  tnimpeta,  and  the  tramp 

Of  bannered  armies  swaying  to  its  rhythm  ; 

The  hnrdy-gnrdies  ajid  the  wliisthng  boys 

Adopt  the  hghtcr  strains :  and  ronnd  aucl  round 

A  milUon  souls  its  horeriug  fnnciea  flont. 
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Like  butterflies  abavn  a  fair  pajtorre, 

TilL  sottling  one  by  one,  thej  sleep  at  laat ; 

And  lo  !  two  petals  more  on  eveij  flower  ! 

And  this  nut  all ;  foT  though  the  mAater  die. 

The  teacher  lives  lorever.     On  and  on, 

Thioogh  all  the  generations,  he  shall  preach 

The  beautiful  evangel ; — on  and  on. 

Till  our  poor  race  has  passeil  the  tortuous  years 

That  he  prevening  tlic  milieDiiiiim. 

And  slide  wia  that  broad  and  open  sea. 

He  shall  sail,  singing  still  the  songs  he  learned 

In  the  world's  joiith,  and  sing  them  o'er  and  o'et 

To  lapping  n^t«r8,  till  tlie  thounnnd  leagues 

Are  overpast,  and  argosy  and  crew 

Bide  at  their  port," 

"True  aa  to  tacts,"  I  said  ; 
"And  as  to  prophecies,  most  credible  ; 
Bat,  OB  nn  illustration,  fiUse,  I  think, 
Thilt  which  the  voice  and  instrument  may  do 
For  the  composer,  types  may  do  for  those 
Who  mint  tlieir  thoughts  in  verso.     Music  is  writ 
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e  ttat  tlic  puople  do  not  read- 
Is  lame  in  tbat--fti]t1  Deeds  interpreters ; 
Wliile  poetry,  e'eu  in  its  noblest  forma 
And  boldest  fliBLts,  speaks  their  Temitciilar. 
Tour  aunt  can  read  the  book  within  your  hand 
As  well  OS  you,  it  she  desires,  yet  finda 
yourBcoredlGrucfc,  until  you  vocalize 
Its  weultli  ot  hidden  meaning.     As  for  arte 
Which  meet  tht^  eye  in  pictore  and  in  form, 
They  »ak  no  mediator  but  the  light — 
No  gmoo  but  piiyflpge  to  sLiue  with  nanglit 
Between  tUem  nnd  tlie  light     They  are  themselTM 
Espositors  of  that  which  they  f  xpose. 
Or  tlity  arc  nothing.     AU  the  middle-men — 
Tbe  fools  protoimd — who  take  it  on  tlieir  (onguea 
To  piny  the  showmeu,  strutting  tip  ttnd  down. 
And  montliing  of  the  beauty  Uiat  they  Iiide, 
Are  an  impci-tinence." 


"  You  Wve  no  room 
For  critics,"  shu  siiggtstt^il,  with  a  smllA. 


"  We  must)  not  b^jojI  a  trade,  or  starve  tha  wives 
Ami inoooeai  babes  it  Eeerla." 

"  No  oare  for  them !" 
I  made  reply.     "  TLey  do  not  iiwed  much  room- 
Men  of  tkeir  build — and  wbat  thpy  need  they  take 
The  feeble  conies  bnrron'  in  Uie  i:ock& ; 
Bat  the  trees  grow,  and  we  are  not  avaie 
Of  space  encumberod  by  Uiem. " 

"Yettheluct 
Still  BtoudiS  untoucbcJ,"  she  added,  thoughtfully, 
"  That  greatest  artists  speak  to  fewest  souht, 
Or  sp€ak  to  tlicm  directly.     They  have  uecil 
Of  no  euch  muiistry  03  wiiita  the  heck 
Of  the  composer ;  but  they  need  the  life. 
If  not  tlie  teomiug,  of  the  uiiltnced  few 
Who  undui»land  tham.    If  from  out  my  book 
I  gntht^r  thut  whioh  Feedn  me,  and  inspires 
A  nobler,  sweeter  beau^  in  my  lite, 
And  give  my  life  to  tliose  who  cannot  win 
From  the  dim  text  such  boon,  then  liave  I  bumu 


lUU 
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A  blcaaiiig  from  the  book,  aoA  heen  its  best 
Inteqireter.     The  bnuid  that  coiues  from  liearen 
Needa  finest  breaking.     Some  there  doubUeas  ore- 
Socne  reudy  souls— that  takii  the  morsel  pure 
Divicli-d  to  their  need  ;  but  multitudes 
UuBt  Lftve  it  in  admistun-B,  menslruums, 
Aud  forms  that  homnji  hnnds  or  hiimou  life 
Have  moulded.     Though  tlie  multitiides  maj  find 
8<riDething  to  stii  and  lift  tlieir  sluggish  souls 
In  sight  o(  great  cathedrals,  or  iii  view 
Of  noLile  piuturen,  jet  the;  see  not  all, 
And  not  the  best.     That  which  they  do  not  see 
Most  enter  higlier  souls,  and  there,  b]r  art 
Or  life,  be  fasliioucd  to  their  went." 


"  Yoiir  thought 
Grows  subtle,"  I  resiiooded,  "and  I  ^miit 
Its  force  and  hcant^,     U  the  round  truth  he 
Somewhere  between  us,  and  1  see  the  face 
It  turns  to  me  in  stronger  light  than  ynn 
Eeveal  its  opposite,  why,  let  the  fnult  lje  mine 


It  is  not  yoiirn.     Toll  liavn  iiuttructed  me, 
And  won  my  Uiaoks." 

■'  loslTiictod  you  ?"  slie  said. 
With  a  fine  bliish  :  "yon  mock,  yi)u  Immblo  me. 
And  hare  I  talkud  so  much,  witli  siiirli  eui  tur. 
Thftt,  either  eaniesUy  or  in  u  jeat. 
You  fan  nay  this  to  me  ?" 

"  'Tis  not  n  sin. 
In  latitude  of  ours,"  I  made  replj, 
■'  To  talk  philosophy ;  'tis  (inly  rare 
For  beardle<<s  lips  tu  do  so.     I  have  caught 
From  yovTS  a  finer,  more  Biiggecttive  scLcme 
Than  all  the  wise  havQ  tun^'bt  lue  by  their  books. 
Or  by  thaix  voioea.     I  will  think  o{  it " 

"  Now  may  you  be  forgiven  1"  the  aunt  esoMmed, 
Approaching  unobserved.     "There  never  lived 
A  quieter,  more  plainly  speaking  girl 
Than  my  Entluina.     Ail  tlieae  weelct  and  monthti, 
I  have  beard  naught  from  her  but  c 
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But  when  you  <«me,  why.  off  sUe  wenl ;  thougb 

where 
It's  more  tlum  I  know.     You,  sir,  have  the  blimio  ; 
And  yoa  must  lift  joiir  spell,  ond  give  Ler  book 
Just  as  yoii  lotinil  her." 

"  She  haa  practised  well 
Her  Buheme  on  iia.     She  breaks  to  yon  the  bread 
That  meets  your  wout;  to  me,  tliat  meets  my 

I  eoid,  in  ausweriug. 

■-  Well,"  Bpoke  the  aimt, 
"  I  think  I'll  try  my  hand  irt  breaking  bread  i 
So  follow  me." 

We  followed  to  lier  board, 
And  thpre,  in  converse  suited  to  the  hour 
And  presence  o(  our  hostoas,  prored  ourselves — 
Quite  to  that  lady's  liking— o{  the  earth. 
We  ate  her  jumbles  for  her,  nipped  her  ton. 
And  revelled  in  the  apioy  Boccnlenoe 
Of  her  presorvee. 
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While  still  I  sat  at  ea»; 
The  miuden's  eye,  irith  quick,  nneosj  glanau, 
Bonght  the  clook'a  dial     Thea  she  turned  to  mc. 
And  said,  with  sni?et,  respectful  courtesy  : 
' '  Pray  yon  eicnse  my  presence  for  au  hour. 
A  duty  calls  me  out ;  and  that  performed. 
I  will  return."' 

I  saw  she  marked  my  look 
Of  disappoiutment — tliut  it  atoggpred  her — 
The  whild  with  wordji  of  stiffest  commonplace 
I  gave  assM'ut.    But  ahe  was  on  her  feet ; 
And  Boon  I  heard  her  light  st«p  on  the  atoir, 
Seeking  her  chamber. 

'■  Whither  will  she  go 
At  Buch  au  honr  as  this,  frvim  jou  and  me  7" 
I  coldly  questioned  of  the  keen-eyed  auut. 
"Yon  men  are  very  ctirions,"  ahe  said. 
"  I  knew  yuu'd  ask  me.     Can't  a  lady  stir. 
But  yon  mast  call  her  to  account  ?    Who  knows 
She  may  not  have  eome  nistic  lover  here 
WiUi  whom  she  keeps  her  tryst  ?    'Tia  an  clil  trick, 
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Not  wliull;  ont  of  fiuibion  iu  tl)ese  parta. 
What  matters  it  ?    She  orders  her  owo  wajng. 

And  Lua  diBcrction," 

With  liigtibriouB  voic* 
I  said  :  "  You  trifle,  madum,  with  my  wisli. 
I  know  the  lady  hns  no  lover  here, 
Aiid  BO  do  you." 


My  hostess  made  rusponse  ;  and  tJnen  sbu  laughed 
A  rippliog,  rollickiug  roulade,  and  shook 
Her  finger  at  me,  till  my  templcd  bui-ued 
With  the  hot  shame  she  summoned. 


"There  !"  I  said  ; 
"  Tou've  ilonp  your  worst,  oud  leomod  so  muoU,  al 

k'UBl— 

Tlutt  I  tulmire  your  oieoe.     /  curious  I 
Well,  jou  are  curious  and  cunniug  too. 
Now,  in  the  moment  of  your  victory. 
Be  generous ;  and  tell  me  what  may  cull 
The  ladj  from  ufi." 
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"It  ia  ThmwUiy  mglit," 
tilia  wiswei-od  soberly, — "the  wuekly  hour 
At  which  oni  quiet  neighborhood  couvenos 
For  social  worship.     You  mny  guesa  tUo  real 
Witiiout  my  U^Iliug ;  but  you  cannot  know 
With  wuat  njiticipntcd  joy  sbe  IChwh 
Oor  company,  or  with  wliat  ahining  fin'e 
She  will  retimi." 

At  tliat  I  heard  her  dn'ss 
SUdiug  the  flight,  and  rising,  made  my  w.iy 
To  meet  her  at  itn  foot     A  happy  amilo 
lUnmed  her  features,  as  shi^  pravo  her  hand 
With  thought  of  pnrting.     I  had  rallied  all 
My  self-control  and  galliLiitry  inuiLnwLili:. 
And  said:   "Not   here.     I'll   with   yon,    by   your 

So  tar  OS  you  may  walk." 

There  was  a  flsah 
Ot  gloduiiss  in  her  eyes,  and  in  her  tlianka 
A  subtler  charm  than  gratitude. 


ICi 
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Ibade 
My  liosteasn  "good-night,"  and  left  bee  door, 
Deolming  lier  ^utreuty  to  return. 
We  walked  iu  silence,  tude  bj  side,  a  spaoei, 
Ajud  then,  with  feigned  indifference,  I  spoke  : 
■•youi  aunt  hae  told  me  of  yrtiur  errand ;  else 
It  had  been  mudext  in  me  to  withhold 
Tbia  tendance  on  your  steps.    She  tells  me  joa 
Are  quite  a  deiott'e.     Whom  do  you  moot, 
tn  neighborhood  like  this,  to  give  a  zest 
To  hour  like  this '!" 

"  Brothers  and  sisten  aU,"^ 
She  said  in  low  reply ;  ' '  and  as  for  zest, 
There'B  never  lauk  of  it  where  there  ia  love. 
'When  familieii  oonveue,  they  huve  do  need 
Of  more  than  love  to  give  them  festal  joy ; 
Nor  do  thej  with  diserimiuation  judge 
Between  Uie  high  and  humble.     These  are  o 
Love  mnkns  them  one." 
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"TlMmgh  most  iiaworthy  of  saoh  fallowahip, 
I  tniBt  thut  I  am  one  viOi  these  ;— tliut  they 
Ate  one  with  me,  and  reckon  me  among 
Their  number." 

"  Can  thej  Jo  you  any  good  T 

"  They  can,"  alie  said  ;  "  but  were  it  otherwise, 
I  D&a  aerva  tiivm  ;  and  so  should  seek  them  stiiL 
I  help  them  in  their  soufpi" 


We  reached  too  Roon 
The  open  doorway  of  the  humble  hut 
Wliich,  for  long  jeai's,  hud  held  tlie  village  iichooL 
And,  at  a  little  distanuo,  puused.     The  room, 
Battered  nad  black  by  wantonest  abtute 
Of  the  rude  youth,  was  lit  by  fooblo  lamps, 
Brought  by  tbe  villDg>ers ;  aud  scattered  round 
Upon  tbe  high. hacked  beuches,  hardly  less 
Bade  and  roiigh-wom  thou  they,  the  norshiperB 
In  aileocc  sat.     It  mis  no  place  for  words. 
I  took,  the  lady's  hand,  and  !^d  "  good-night  1" 
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In  wliiaper.     Then  she  turned,  and  disappeiirt'd 
Within  the  sheltered  gloum  ;  but  I  could  sec 
The  care-worn  cheeks  light  np  with  plensnnt  fire 
Ab  she  pofiHsd  in  ;  and  e'en  the  fuintiiig  himiM 
Flared  with  new  life,  Uio  while  they  caught  the 

breath 
0(  her  aweot  robe.     Then  witli  an  angry  heart 
I  turned  away,  and,  wrapped  in  eelQsh  thought. 
Took  up  the  walk  toward  home. 

This  homely  group 
Of  Yankee  loUords  she  preferred  to  tai:  I 
TiiPse    poor,   pinclied    boobies,    with    their   silly 


All  I  those  were  tliey  who  gave  her  overmuch 
In  the  bestowal  of  their  fellowship  I 
These  orowned  her  with  b  peerleos  privilege, 
Permittiag  her  to  sit  with  them  an  hour 
Ab  b  dear  sister  I    How  my  sore  aeit-fove 
Dumed  with  the  hot  a£&out ! 


With  lipa  cumpi'eesed. 
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Or  blurting  lorth  their  anger  and  disgufit, 
I  strode  the  meadowa,  stalked  the  aileat  town, 
And  growled  and  groaned  in  Bollen  helx>le3sneiui 
About  the  streets,  until  the  toiduight  bell 
Tolled  from  the  old  church  lowej- ; — in  helploaaneaa. 
For  mattered  nothing  what  or  who  she  wtM, 
[I  had  not  dared  or  cared  to  question  that,) 
Or  how  oBenaive  in  ber  piety 
And  her  dtvoUon  to  the  lostelesa  cult 
Of  the  weak  throng,  I  wag  her  slave  ;  and  she — 
Her  own  and  God's.     The  miserable  strife 
Between  mj  love  of  self  and  love  of  her 
I  knew  was  bootJesa  ;  and  the  trenuhnnt  truth 
Out  to  the  qnicL     She  held  within  hi^r  hand 
My  hewt,  mj  lite,  my  doom,  yet  knew  it  not ; 
And  had  die  known,  her  soul  was  uudor  vows 
Which  wonld  forever  make  subordiiiiit*; 
Theil  recognineJ  poeaeaaioii, 

Hut  the  mom 
Btoiiglit  with  it  better  mood  and  calmer  thoughtd. 
I  bad  the  ({race  to  gauge  the  hcartle.s^>nesa 
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Of  my  exaotioDs,  iiud  the  power  to  otubIi 

Tbe  tpuat  witib  to  tear  lier  from  the  tliroiiD 

To  which  she  clung.     I  said :  "  So  she  love  me 

As  a  true  woman  lovca,  aud  give  heraelf — 

Her  sveet,  pine  self — to  me,  imd  fill  my  home 

With  her  dear  preeonce,  lojaJ  atill  io  me 

In  wiloly  Io»0  and  wifely  offices, 

Though  she  abide  in  Ohiistian  loyalty 

By  ChriBtidu  vowe,  she  shfdl  have  liber^. 

And  hold  it  as  her  right" 

She  was  my  peer  : 
No  weakling  girl,  who  woold  Boiretider  will 
And  life  and  reason,  with  her  luving  heart, 
To  her  possessor ; — no  soft,  clinging  thing 
Who  would  find  breath  alone  within  the  ftnaa 
Of  a  Btrcug  muBter,  and  obedkmtly 
Wait  oil  his  whims  in  slavish  coretulneaB  i— 
No  fswmug,  cringing  spaniel,  to  attend 
His  royal  picaauru,  luid  ocoouut  herself 
Rewarded  by  his  pats  and  pretty  words. 
But  a  round  woman,  who,  mtli  inmght  keen, 
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Had  wrought  u  scheme  of  life,  and  ineasuted  well 
romanhood  ;  bad  spreitd  before  ker  feet 
A  piiilosophy  to  gaide  her  steps ; 

a  a  fwUi  to  whiuh  her  life  was  brought 
la  strict  adjuslmeuti — brain  and  heart  meanwlute 
Working  in  conscious  harmouy  and  rbytiim 
With  the  great  Mheme  of  Ood's  great  universe, 
Ou  toward  her  being's  end. 


I  could  but  know 
Her  motive  was  superior  to  mine. 
I  could  but  ImA  tliut  in  Uer  loyaltj 
To  God  and  duty,  she  condemned  my  lite. 
Into  her  woman's  heart,  tbiuwa  opea  wide 
In  holy  charity,  she  liod  dran-i)  all 
Of  human  kind,  and  found  no  htuablest  soul 
Too  humble  for  bor  entertainment, — none 
So  weak  it  i^'ould  return  no  grateEnl  boon 
For  what  nbe  gave  ;  and  etauding  modeatly 
Within  her  achemn,  with  meekest  reTerenca 
She  bowed  to  those  above  her,  yet  with  alrong 
Aitd  hearty  confidence  aaaumed  a  plaoe 
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lu  seirioe  of  the  woi'id,  aa  miniater 
OriLimod  of  HeaTen  to  break  to  it  tho  bread 
She  took  Erom  other  bands.    And  she  was  one,. 
Who  could  see  aU  there  was  of  good  in  me, — 
Could  measure  well  the  product  of  my  power. 
And  give  it  impuke  aud  directii>a  ;  Day, 
Could  eapplemeut  my  power  ;  and  help  my  heart 
Aguiuit  its  foes. 

The  moment  that  I  Ihnut 
The  sclfiaL  thiretiiig  for  mouopoly 
Of  her  sJTectiuua  from  my  godleas  heart, 
She  entered  in,  and  reigued  a  goddess  Uiere. 
If  ahe  had  tBaeinated  me  before. 
And  fired  my  heart  with  passion,  now  nhe  Utul 
My  spirit  to  profound  respect     I  bowud 
To  the  fair  graces  of  her  character, 
Her  queenly  gifts,  and  the  beuofioence 
Of  her  deTottid  life,  with  humbled  heart 
And  self-dt'precialiou.     All  ol  God 
Tlmt  the  world  held  for  lav,  I  fuund  iu  her , 
And  in  her,  uU  the  (iod  I  sought     tihe  woa 
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Mf  Eitvionr  from  Dijself  luul  from  raj  sins ; 

For,  with  my  woraliip  of  the  etcellence 

Wliidi  ahc  embodied,  rame  IJie  ptaity 

And  }>ence  lo  wlucb,  through  all  my  troabled  life, 

I  hail  tieen  strauger.     Thoughts  BJid  feulings  aU 

Were  sablimated  by  the  siibtlo  flame 

WMch  irrapped  and  wormed  me ;  und  I  walked  ae 

Uigkt  nulk  un  air,  witJi  tLinga  of  earth  bejienth, 
Breathing  u  rare,  Bupemol  atmosphere 
'Wliidi  evet^  seose  said  facniltj  iotoi-med 
Witli  light  aud  life  divine. 

What  need  to  tell 
Of  the  succeeding  aommor  daje,  and  all 
Their  deeda  and  iaddents  ?    Thej  floiitL-d  by 
Like  Bilant  boiIb  iijiud  a  Giunmer  Eea, 
That,  sweeping  in  from  fartiiest  heaven  at  mom. 
Traverse  the  viaioii,  and  at  eveniog  slidu 
Out  into  hearen  ogtun,  their  pennaiit-flomes 
The  rosy  davna  and  day-falls.     O'er  and  o'er 
I  walked  the  path,  and  crossed  the  atream,  Uiat  lay 
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Between  me  and  the  idol  of  my  heart ; 
Aod  ever;  daj,  in  everf  circumstiuice, 
I  found  her  still  tUe  same,  yet  not  tlie  wmie  ; 
For.  eveij  day,  some  uaauspected  grace, 
Or  aomo  fresk  revL'ktion  of  her  wealth 
Of  character  uud  culture,  tunuiied  my  heart 
To  new  Biupsi:^,  aud  overflowed  the  clip 
Whose  wine  was  life  to  me. 

Though  I  eould  E«e 
Thnt  I  was  not  unwelcome  ;  Uiough  I  knew 
I  gave  a  zest  to  her  aequeatered  life, 
I  had  baUt  up  so  high  my  only  hope 
Ou  her  affection — I  had  given  myself 
So  wholly  to  the  venture  for  her  hand, 
I  did  not  dare  to  epenk  of  love,  or  itsk 
The  question  which,  imasked,  held  liupcfnlly 
Uy  destiny  ;  which  luiswered.  might  bring  doom 
Of  madnesB  or  of  death. 

Mcimwliile,  I  leunied 
The  lady's  histoty  from  other  lips 
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Than  heiB— her  aunt's.     Alan  !  the  old,  old  tale  1 
She  had  been  bred  to  luzoty  ;  and  oU 
That  wealth  coiild  piirchaae  tot  hor,  or  the  friends 
Swarmed  bj  itf  golden  glamour  oould  betitow, 
8he  had  possessed.     But  he  who  won  the  wealth. 
Reaching  for  more,  Blipped  from  liis  height  und 

fell. 
Dragging  his  house  to  niin.     Then  he  died — 
Died  in  disgrace  ;  and  all  his  thousand  friends 
Fell  off,  and  left  Ilia  pampered  family, 
The  while  the  noisy  auctioneer  knocked  down 
Hie  houae  and  household  gods,  and  eet  adrift 
The  helpltses  Ufo  thus  cruelly  beiefi 
The  mother  lired  a  month  :  the  rest  wont  forth. 
Not  knowing  whitiier ;  but  they  fonnd  among 
The  poor  a  shelter  for  their  pover^, — 
Kathrina  with  her  aunt     Thus,  in  few  words. 
A  tragedy  of  hcart-break-i  and  of  death, 
>  Saoh  as  the  world  abounds  with. 


£iit  this  gii'l. 
With  hor  quick  instiiictfl  -ind  her  brave,  good  heart, 
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Detenuined  she  would  live  a  wliile,  and  IciLrn 
Wlmt  lesson   Qod   wouJd    tench    her.     This    aha 

sought. 
And,  eeeking,  foimd.  or  thought  Bh%  found.     Hov 

well 
She  learned  the  iesson — what  the  lesson  was — 
Hot  life,  thus  far  revealed,  and  waiting  sliU 
My  feeble  record,  shall  disclose.     Enough, 
Just  now  and  here,  that  out  of  it  she  bore 
A  noblo  womanhood,  afoepting  all 
Her  great  miafortnnea  os  the  discipline 
Of  a  paternal  hand,  in  love  pr4»oribed 
To  lead  her  to  her  place,  and  whiten  her 
For  Ohiistian  service. 

All  the  summer  fled ; 
And  still  my  heart  delayed.  Oue  pleasant  eve. 
When  Qret  the  creaking  of  the  crickets  told 
0(  Autumn's  opening  door,  I  went  with  her 
To  ramble  in  the  flelds.  We  touched  the  hem 
Of  the  dork  mounbun's  robe,  that  falls  in  folds 
Of  tmorald  sward  around  his  fuet,  and  tliere 
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Upon  its  tufted  vi^lvet  -vm  sot  Jonu. 
It  was  my  time  to  apeak,  but  I  was  iliimb  ; 
And  aileiice,  poiiifiil  nnd  portentous,  hung 
Upon  OS  both..  At  leDgl.h,  she  tumod  and  ooid  ; 
" Some   days   have   piwsed   since   you  «ere  lat^at 

here. 
Have  you  been  ill?" 

"No,  I  have  been  at  work," 
I  answered, — "at  my  own  delightful  work  ; 
The  first  since  first  we  meL     The  vecord  bee 
Where  I  may  reach  it  at  a  word  from  you. 
Commiuid,  nnd  I  will  rtiui  it." 

"Icomnjand." 
She  eaid,  responding  with  a  laugh,     "  Nay,  I 
Entreftt,     I  need  your  word,  but  tliia  is  mine, 
And  haa  a  better  sound  from  Ups  of  mine. 
I  am  your  waiting  auditor." 


•■  Wm  it  the  tale  of  n  bilking  bird  ? 


118  KATIIBINA- 

Wua  it  u  drenm  of  the  niglit  ? 

When  Iinre  I  seen  it  ?     Where  liave  I  heard 
Of  tha  haps  of  n  daint;  craft,  that  stirred 
Bly  spirit  with  affright  ? 

"  Tlio  shallop  atAnds  out  tiom  tho  sheltorod  buy 

With  a  burdiMJ  of  apirita  ttmiu, — 
A  woman  who  lifts  her  sad  ej-es  to  pray, 
A  tall  jonth,  ti-olling  a  roundelay. 

And  before  them  mglit,  tuid  the  muin  I 

"  O  I  Star  of  The  Sea !    They  will  oomo  to  harm 

Nor  master  nor  sailor  is  there  1 
The  youth  olasps  the  mast  with  hJB  sinewy  arm, 
And  lattgha  I    D<  es  he  hold  in  bis  bosom  a  cbarm 

That  will  baffie  the  aprites  of  the  ur  7 

"  0  !  woe  to  the  delicate  alup  ]    0  1  woe  I 

For  the  sun  is  Hunk,  and  beliold  1 
The  trooping  phnntomB  tlint  eorae  and  go 
In  the  sky  above  and  tlic  waves  below  1 

Ho !    Tho  wind  blom  wild  and  cold. 
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"Tlie  woman  is  weeping  io  weak  despair; 

The  youth  still  cliugs  to  the  most, 
With  cheeks  all  ofiamo,  and  with  eyes  that  stare 
At  the  phontoma  hovering  everywhere ; 

And  the  fltorm-iock  rises  fast  I 

"The  phantoms  close  on  tlie  flying  bark  ; 

Thi'j  flutter  about  her  i>eak ; 
They  sweep  in  tiwai-ins  from  the  outer  dark : 
Bat  the  yontli  at  the  mast  MtimdH  still  and  stark, 

While  they  flap  his  stinging  cheek. 

"They  sliivep  the  bolts  that  the  lightning  flings; 

They  bellow  and  roar  and  hiss; 
Tliey  Hplaah  the  deck  witli  their  slimy  wings 
MonstrouB,  horrible,  ghastly  things — 

Thut  cljml)  from  the  foul  nhyss. 

"No  star  ahines  out  ut  llm  womiiii's  prayer; 

0!  madly  distraught  ia  she; 
And  tlie  bark  drives  on  with  her  wild  despair, 


120  KATHRINA. 

Willi  sliriekiiig  fiends  in  tlie  crowded  ttii. 
And  flenda  on  tiie  swormiiig  sua. 

"  Then  out  of  the  water  before  thedt  aight 

A  ahapo  loomed  bare  and  bliiuk  I 
So  bluuk  thtvt  the  diirkness  bloomed  with  white  ; 
So  block  that  the  Lghtning  grew  atnuigely  bright ; 

Aod  it  lay  in  the  shallop  9  tmck  I 

"  0  1  flei'oe  WHS  the  shout  of  the  goblina  then  1 

How  the  gibber  and  laugh  went  round  1 
'Sha  Bhout  ardd  the  laugh  of  n  thousand  men, 
Euhoed  and  unawtrod,  and  edioud  again. 
Had  ^voD  a  feebler  sound. 

"  Straight  toward  the  blackness  drove  the  ship ; 

But  the  youth  still  olung  to  the  miutt  : 
'I  have  read,"  quoth  he,  with  a  proud,  cold  lip, 
'  That  the  devil  gets  never  0,  man  on  the  hip . 

Whom  he  scares  not  first  or  last.' 

"  Nearer  the  blaokuess  loomed  ;  and  the  bark 
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Scudded  btJore  the  breese  ; 
Nearer  the  blackness  loomed,  and  hark  I 
The  Clash  of  breakers  out  of  the  doik, 

And  the  shock  of  plungiug  seas ! 

'  O  I  nue  I  for  the  wonuw'u  vita  ran  daft 

With  the  feurfiil  bmit  and  burst ; 
She  tqiroDg  to  her  ft^ut,  and  flitting  aft. 
She  plonged  in  the  bl's,  and  the  black  waves  quaffeil 

The  Bweot  life  they  bad  ciuBed. 

"Light  leaped  the  bark  on  the  laouu  tain -breast 

Of  a  tcuth-wave  out  to  land  ; 
While  the  sprites  of  the  sea  fell  off  to  rest, 
And  the  jonth,  unhanned,  became  the  guest 

Of  Uie  elves  of  tlie  silent  land. 

"  With  banter  and  buffet  they  pressed  aroTind ; 

They  tied  his  strong  hands  fast ; 
But  he  laughed,  and  said,  'I  liavo  read  and  found 
That  the  devil  throws  never  a  man  to  the  grnnnd 

Wliom  he  Bcares  not,  first  or  last' 
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"VaAtx  tlio  ohaired  and  gfauUf  gloom. 

Over  the  flinty  atones, 
Tbej  led  him  forth  lo  his  terrible  doom, 
And,  plunged  in  a  deep  and  noisome  tomb. 

They  sat  him  among  the  bones. 

"  They  left  him  there  in  the  crawling  mire  ; 

Thej  oould  neither  maim  nor  IdU  : 
For  fiends  of  water,  and  earth,  and  fire. 
Are  bofiled  and  beaten  by  the  ire 
Of  B  datmtlees  hnman  wilL 


"Days  flushed  and  faded,  months  passed  away, 

He  knew  by  the  golden  hght 
That  shot,  through  a  loop  in  the  wall,  the  ray 
Which  parted  the  short  and  sloniler  dny 

From  tbe  long  and  doleful  night 

"  Was  it  a  vision  that  cheated  hifl  oyM  T 

Was  hp  awake,  or  no  ? 
He  stared  through  the  loop  with  keen  surprise  ; 
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Foi  lie  Baw  b  sweet  angel  Frvm  the  nkieii, 
With  white  wiitgs,  folded  iov. 

" Gould  ehe  not  looee  him  f rum  his  thniU. 

And  lend  him  into  the  light  ? 
*Ah  me  1'  he  marmured,  '  I  dare  not  call, 
Ijeet  aho  may  doubt  it  a  goblin's  waul. 

And  leave  mo  in  awift  affiight  I' 

"  Site  plumed  her  wings  vritb  a  aoiselefls  haste ; 

He  ooold  neither  call  nor  cr;  : 
She  vanished  into  the  sunnj  waste, 
Into  far  blue  oil  that  he  longed  to  taat«  ; 

And  he  ouised  that  he  ooold  not  die. 

"But  she  come  again,  and  every  da; 

He  worshiped  her  where  she  ahone  ; 
And  again  she  lell  tiini  and  floated  away. 
Bat  Ilia  faiUilcKa  tongiie  refused  to  pra; 

For  the  boon  she  could  give  olona 

"  And  there  he  aits  in  hia  dnmb  deepur. 
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And  bis  WBtcUing  eyes  gi'ow  dim  : 
Would  God  tliiLt  liis  conard  Ups  might  dare 
To  utter  the  word  to  the  augel  Eair, 

That  is  hfe  oi'  deutli  to  him  !" 


I  marked  her  oh  I  read,  a  furtive  glauoe 
Filling  each  pause.     The  paasion  of  tlie  pieoe, 
Flftmiag  and  fading,  ever  and  anon, 
Mirrored  itself  within  her  tender  eyes, 
Themselves  the  mirror  of  her  tender  ooul, 
And  fixed  attent  upon  my  face  the  while. 
She  hod  Dot  caught  mj  meaning,  but  hod  heard 
Only  a  weird,  wild  slory.     When  I  paused, 
Folding  the  maanscript.  I  -aw  a  shade 
Of  disappointment  sweep  her  iaae,  and  marked 
A  question  rising  in  her  ey^s.     She  knew 
Tliat  I  wna  waiting  for  her  words,  nnd  tamed 
Her  look  awa;,  and  Cor  long  momeuts  gaa^ 
Into  the  brooding  dusk. 


"Speak  il 


-  Isi 
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"  Twds  rerj  atronge  and  aad,"  she  ans'a-ered  mo. 

"Why  do  you  write  such  things  ? — or,  writing  sucli, 
Learo  tham  so  incompleti;  ?     The  prisoned  youth, 
Thoa  onreleosed,  will  haunt  me  while  I  live ; 
I  shudder  while  I  think  of  him. " 

Then  I: 
"  The  poem  will  be  finiahed  by-and-by, 
For  this  in  hiatary,  aad  nateJates 
No  tact  that  it  records.     Whether  this  youth 
Shall  live  entomlied,  or  reach  the  bletised  air. 
Depends  upon  his  angel ;  for  he  calls — 
I  heat  him  call,  and  coll  again  her  name 
Kftthrifft  I    O  !  Eatlirinn  I" 

Lille  the  flash 
Of  the  hot  liglilning,  the  significance 
Of  the  Btrangc  vision  gleamed  npon  her  (ace 
&1  a  bright,  throbbing  flame,  that  fell  full  soon 
To  aahet)  paleness.     By  unconscious  will 
W«  both  arose.     She  vdnly  tried  to  apeak, 
And  gnsed  into  my  evfs  with  such  a  look 
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Of  tender  qaestioniiig,  of  ha]f-reproftcli, 
Of  struggling,  donbting,  hesitating  jor, 
Ab  few  men  ever  see,  and  none  but  ttaae. 

Are  there  not  lofty  moments,  when  the  soul 

Leapa  to  the  front  of  being,  caetiiig  off 

The  robea  nnd  clmnsy  inatromenta  of  gense. 

And,  postured  in  its  immortality, 

Bevt'iLla  ib)  independence  of  the  clod 

In  which  it  dweUa  ? — momentfi  in  which  the  earth 

And  nil  mnterial  things,  ftll  sightB  nnd  soundB. 

All  signals,  miniatriea,  interpreters, 

Behipse  to  nothing,  and  the  iiitertlov 

Of  thought  and  feeling,  lore  and  hte  go  on 

Between  two  spirits,  raised  to  sy  □ti>Uithy 

Bj  an  inspiring  passion,  us,  in  heaven, 

The  body  dust  within  an  orb  outlived. 

It  shall  go  on  foi-ever  ? 


Momenla  lilie  these — 
Nay,  theee  in  veiy  truth — were  given  us  then. 
Who  shall  expound  I — ah  I  who  but  God  nlone, 
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The  ererUsting  mjatei;  of  love  ? 
She  Hpuke  col,  but  I  knen  that  slie  was  mine. 
I  breathed  no  nurd,  but  Ebe  tras  well  assiued 
That  1  was  whoily  bcra. 

In  what  dlBgnise 

Oar  love  had  hid,  and  wrought  ite  miracle ; 
Buhind  what  seaiblance  of  indifference. 
Or  plaj  of  ooartesv,  it  spiui  the  chords 
That  boaud  our  hearts  in  one,  was  mystery 
Like  lore  itself.     The  swift  inteUigenoe 
Of  interchange  ot  perfect  faitli  and  troth. 
Of  gift  ol  life  and  person,  ot  tlie  thrill 
Ot  triawpli  in  my  Hoal,  and  gratitude 
In  hers,  without  a  gesture,  or  a  word. 
Was  like  the  converse  ot  the  continents — 
Tracking  with  voicpIesB  flight  the  slender  wire 
That  underlay  the  fchrobbiug  mystery 
Between  our  bouIs,  and  made  oar  heart-beata  one. 
I  opened  wide  my  arms,  and  she,  my  uwn. 
Sobbed  ou  my  breast  with  sueh  excess  of  joy. 
In  Bnch  embrace  of  passionals  tendemsaa, 


,' 
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Ah  hoaven  maj  yield  again,  but  never  earth. 
Slow  in  tlie  golden  twiliglit,  toward  her  home, 
Her  hitnd  apon  ray  arm,  we  laitored  on, 
Sileiit  at  first,  and  then  with  quiot  speech 
Broaching  our  pbos,  or  tracing  in  review 
The  history  of  our  springing  love,  when  she, 
Lifting  her  soft  l>liie  eyes  to  mine  : 

"Dear  Paul ! 
There  are  some  things,  and  some  I  will  not  name, 
That  make  me  sad,  e'en  in  this  height  of  joy. 
In  tlie  wild  lay  that  yon  have  read  to-night. 
Yon  make  too  much  of  me.     No  heart  of  niau, 
Though  loving  well  and  loving  worthily, 
Can  be  conteiit  Milh  any  human  Invo. 
No  woman,  though  the  pride  and  paisgon 
Of  all  her  sex,  oan  take  the  place  of  Ood. 
No  angel  she ;  nor  is  ehe  quite  a  man 
In  power  and  courage, — gifts  which  charm  her 

And  which,  possessing  moat,  diarobe  her  chaima, 
And  make  her  lens  a  woman.     If  she  stAnd 
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In  fikir  aqiuUi^  wiUi  mau— bia  mat« — 
Euctb  imto  each  tho  niouded  complemeut 
0{  their  iMuoanily,  it  is  ouougb  ; 
And  such  iKiuali^  moat  ever  lie 
In  their  tmciiual  gifttt.     This  thing,  at  least, 
Is  true  oa  tioj  :  she  is  uut  more  than  he, 
And  sits  u|Jon  no  throne.     To  be  adored 
By  man,  ahe  luuat  be  placed  upon  a  tlirone 
Built  b^  bis  bands,  and  sit  an  idol  Ihere, 
Di^taded  by  the  measure  ot  the  flight 
n  God's  thought  and  man's." 


Responding  1 ; 
"'  IHx  your  own  place,  my  love  ;  it  ia  your  rif^liL 
'Tis  well  to  have  a  theory,  and  sit 
In  the  centre  of  it,  mistress  of  its  law, 
And  subject  ako  }— to  set  men  up  here 
And  woman  there,  in  a  iiaa  eqiUpoiee 
OF  gift  and  grace  Mid  import.    It  conveys 
To  niooly-n'orking  minds  a  pleasant  senso 
01  order,  hke  a  well-appointod  room. 
Where  ono  may  see,  iu  various  stufftt  and  warea. 
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ForethougUts  of  color  brought  to  hnimoiif ; 
Strict  batanciiigR  dF  quantity  and  form ; 
FlowcTB  in  the  centre,  and,  beside  the  grate, 
A  rock  for  shovel  and  tonga.    But  minds    like 

tliese 
(Your  pardon,  love  !)  are  likely  to  aminge 
The  windov-lighta  to  aave  the  funiiture, 
And  apoil  the  pictures  on  the  wall.    And  yon. 
In  the  adjustment  of  yonr  theoty, 
Would  shut  the  light  from  her  whose  mind  informs 
Its  harmonies.     All  trorship,  in  my  thought, 
Goes  hand  in  haad  nith  love.     Wu  cannot  love. 
Anil  fail  to  womhip  what  vre  lova     While  yoa 
Worship  the  stren^i  luid  uourage  vhich  yon  find 
lu  him  who  has  your  heart,  he  bons  to  nil 
Of  faith  and  sweetness  which  he  finds  in  yon. 
I^  in  our  worship,  we  have  need  to  boild 
Noblest  ideals,  taking  much  from  God 
With  which  to  moke  tkem  perfect  in  our  eyes. 
Shall  God  mark  bhune  1    We  worship  Him   tho 

In  attributes  Uis  own,  or  attnbules 
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Witk  irlucL  oui  Uiouglit  invests  him.    As  for  me-~ 
It  IB  DO  secret — I  am  wLat  fan  coll 
A  godiesH  man ;  jet  what  ia  wowhipflU, 
Or  seems  to  be  so,  tliat  witk  all  my  heart 
I  wonihip  ;  and  I  worship  while  I  love. 
Toil  deom  joiiraelf  the  ilwelliiig-plftce  ut  God, 
And  keep  your  spirit  cleooiy  for  His  feeL 
All  merit  jou  abjure,  ascribing  aU 
To  Him  who  dwells  within  you.     How  can  yotj 
Forbid  that  I  fall  down  and  worsliip  yoa, 
When  what  I  fiud  to  worship  is  not  yours, 
But  God's  aloDQ  ?    I  know  the  ecstasy 
Enlarges,  strengthens,  puriflea  my  soul, 
And  blesses  me  with  peace.     My  lore,  my  Ule, 
Ton  are  my  all.     I  liave  no  other  good. 
And,  in  this  moment  of  my  happiueas, 
I  ask  no  other." 

Tears  were  in  her  eyes. 
Her  daaped  hands  dinging  fondly  to  my  arm. 
While  under  droop  ot  laahcs  she  rciihed  ; 
"I  feel,  dear  Paul,  that  this  is  aopUistij. 
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It  does  not  touch  m;  judgment  or  my  liaart 

With  motire  of  conciction.     In  what  way 

(iod  may  be  working  to  I'ecUim  juixt  will 

Aad  woi-Hhip  to  Piniflf,  I  cannot  know. 

Xi  UiTough  jout  love  tor  me,  or  mine  foe  joo, 

Then  ob  hJs  grateful,  willing  instrument, 

I  yield  myself  to  Him.     Bnt  this  is  true : 

Qod  is  not  worshijied  in  bis  attributes. 

I  do  not  love  your  attributes,  bat  you. 

Xour  attnbutee  all  meet  me  otherwhere. 

Blended  in  other  personiilities, 

Nor  do  I  love,  nor  do  I  worship  them. 

Or  tliose  who  be&r  them.     E'en  the  spotted  paid 

'Will  dare  a  dimger  which  will  moke  you  pale, 

But  sludl  hia  courage  steal  my  heart  from  you  7 

You  cheat  your  conscience,  for  you  know  that  I 

May  like  your  attributes,  yet  love  not  you  ; 

Nay,  worship  them  indeed,  despiaing  yau. 

I  do  not  argue  thus  lo  damp  your  joy. 

But  make  it  rational.     It  you  prosume 

Perroetion  in  me, — it  you  lavish  all 

TliB  laageaa  ot  your  worship  and  your  love 
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On  me,  impoaing  gii  1117  bead  a  crova 
Stolen  from  Ood'e,  there  snrely  waits  your  heiLrt 
The  pang  of  diaappointraeut.     There  will  oome 
A  Bad,  sod  tiiue,  when,  in  yoxa  tarnished  soul. 
The  C17  (01  soDietliiiig  mure,  and  more  divine, 
Will  rise,  nor  be  repreased." 

There  is  a,  cbonn 
In  earoestness,  when  it  insjiires  the  lips 
Ot  one  we  liwe,  that  spoils  tlieir  urgument. 
And  yields  bo  much  of  pleaaurc  antl  of  pride, 
That  the  cunviotion  wLicih  they  seek  evades 
Tbeir  eager  flngera,  oud  with  tlirobbing  wings 
Grows  from  ite  covert. 

She  was  casuist, 
Oimniug  and  dear,  anil  I  waa  proud  of  her ; 
AjiA  thongh  t  knew  that  she  had  swept  away 
My  refiigoa  ot  lies  like  cbaff,  and  proved 
Uy  ^r  words  fustian,  I  was  mOTod  to  mii'tb 
Oyer  the  aolenm  ruin.     Had  it  been 
A.  decent  thing  to  do,  I  &hoidd  have  laughed 
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Pull  in  her  tnce ;  but  kaowing  that  her 
Were  offipring  of  her  oonseienoe  aiid  he 
[  uould  no  less  than  hold  respeotfiillf 
Her  ciimest  wumiiig. 


"  Well,  rU  tftke  the  riak," 
I  aoid.     "  While  you  shall  have  the  argument, 
I  will  have  you,  whom,  on  the  whale,  I  like 
Better  than  that.     And  you  shall  have  your  w»y. 
And  I  my  own,  in  coimnou  hbeity. 
With  things  liie  these.     Yoii,  doubtlesH,  are  to  on 
What  I  am  not  to  yoii.     We  act)  uuUke 
In  life  iind  i:iruumatance — alike  alone 
Id  tluB :  that  better  Uuiu  all  else  on  oartli 
We  love  each  other.     Thia  ie  basia  broad 
For  happiness,  or  broad  enough  for  me. 
If  you  build  bolter,  you  are  fortunate, 
Ay,  fortunate  indeed ;  and  somo  fine  duy 
We'll  talk  about  it     Let  iis  have  to-night 
Joy  in  our  new  passeasiouB,  and  defer 
Thia  litUe  jou^  of  wits  and  ci 
To  more  convenient  scasoo." 
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Wt]  had  reached 
The  cottage  ilooi  at  this  ;  and  there  hat  mint 
Awaited  our  retnm.     So,  hand  in  Land, 
AsHnmiiig  show  of  ruBtie  basbfiilnaas, 
We  pnused  before  her,  and  with  bows  profooBil 
Mode  oar  obciaonce. 

'■  Well  ?■■  she  said  at  length 
*•  WeU  ?— and  what  of  it  7" 

"  Are  you  not  surprised  ?" 


"  Surprised,  indeed  I     Surprised  at  what  ?" 

"At  what  you  see ;  and  thia  1  and  this  I"  I  said, 

Planting  a  kiss  apou  each  lovely  cheek 

Of  my  betrothed,  that  straightway  bloomed  with 


"What  I 


u  blind,  my  aunt  ?" 

■■Y.iii  silly  (oola  t 


I've  eoeo  it  from  the  first,"  she  answered  ma. 
"No  doubt  yon  thought  tbot  you  were  very  deep, 
Vmj  mjsteriouB — nil  tLat  sort  of  thing. 
I've  watched  jou,  imd  if  you,  young  nuui,  hud 

Aught  but  a  ooword,  it  Iiad  come  before. 
And  saved  some  sleep  o'nigbta  to  botlt  of  yoa. 
Bat  down  upon  your  knees,  for  benison 
Of  one  who  loves  yon  both." 

We  kndt,  mid  then 
She  kiaaed  us,  leaving  on  our  oheeks  the  tcurs 
Thnt  eprang  to  briui  the   moment.     Her   shrewd 

Thnt  melUnl  in  tlie  sympathy  of  love. 
Would  not  meet  ours  again,  but  turned  awxy. 
And  sought  in  soUtude  to  draiu  themselvea 
Of  their  strange  paasioii. 

aod  forbid  thftCl! 
With  weaJt  and  Huei'UogiouH  lips,  betmy 
Tha  oonfidenoe  or  love  ;  or  teiir  aside 
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■J'bB  aoorecy  beliiaJ  wLust  snowy  tolda 

HoDor  ami  virgin  modesty  retire 

For  holJMt  communion  1    For  the  firo 

Whiuh  btirM  npon  that  altar  is  of  fiod. 

ItH  toTifniPs  of  flnmo,  Ihrouglioat  iM  time,  and  Hpace, 

Bpeok  but  one  Iftngoage,  mideratood  hy  ull, 

Bnt  socred  ever  to  tbe  weddrd  hearts 

Tlwt  listen  to  their  hreitUiiuga. 

in  the  deep  boura  of  lugiit 
I  left  the  cottage,  brain  and  heart  o'erMed 
With  tlie  etUerenl  vintage  I  had  quaffed. 
Disturbing  not  the  drowsy  ferryman, 
1  slipped  bis  little  wherry  from  the  mtud. 
And  in  Lhu  aior-sprent  river  lipped  the  oat's 
That  pulled  me  homeivurd.     The  cucliauting  tido 
Was  smooUi  eiiDtiuiiiitioD  of  the  dreaui 
On  whieh  my  spirit,  holily  afloat, 
Hod  glided  tlirough  long  lioiu-s  o(  hnppineiiB, 
Enrlh,  by  the  strange.  deUciims  tststasy, 
WuH  chuugsd  to  poiudise  ;  and  liomethiiig  kin 
To  gratitude  aiywe  within  my  sinil^ 


ji  fleetiug  pEkatdon,  dying  oU 

Lacking  tli6  root  whicli  Inith  alone  can.  food. 

I  touclied  tUo  ahoii! ;  but  when  wy  hnstittg  feat 
Started  the  homowiinl  walk,  there  caiiie  ft  chuige^ 
DoiTO  from  tlie  quiet  iitars  tliuw  fell  a  voice, 
Hmird  in  the  innermost,  that  trunbled  ma  : 
"  She  m  not  more  thaa  you :  why  wor^p  berf 
"  And  she  will  die  ;  what  will  remain  for  you  ? 
"  You  ma;  die  fli'st,  indeed  :  then  what  resoume 
"  You  have  no  sympntby  with  her  in  tilings 
"  Ord&ined  nitliin  her  cuiiMiieuce  and  Uer  life, 
"  The  things  auprenie  ;   can  tiicre    be  niiuTingu 

"Is  u'eu  such  blisB  as  iiiaj  bi>  possible 

■■  Sure  to  be  yours  ?    Fiito  bns  u  thousand  hands 

"To  dash  your  lifted  cup," 


1 


A  vague  u 


\Yitb  thoughta  like  thow. 


And  timed  the  triumph  of  my 
Almost  in  niigir.  I  pxrlnimcd  at  last : 


KATimi^A. 
•■This  \a  roactioii.    I  liave  tlowa  tuu  higli 

''  Above  the  heultlij'  level,  UDd  I  teel 
"The  pri?E9  o£  densei'  iiir.     The  ajuipoijie 
'*  Ol  circnwDstaLnce  and  feeling  will  be  reached 
in  good  time.     Rest  find  to-morrow'B  sun 
LI  bring  the  remedj,  and,  with  the  nusta, 
'•This  cloud  wi]]  puss  away." 


Then  with  Eleuchtd  lmn<U 
I  swore  I  would  be  hapjiy, — that  my  soul 
Should  find  its  aitisfactiun  in  her  love  ; 
And  thnt,  it  ever  tliere  Hhonld  come  a  time 
Of  coM  satiety,  or  I  shonld  find 
Weakness    or    fault    where    I    had  thought 

strength 
And  full  perfection,  I  would  e'en  endow 
Her  poverty  with  all  the  hoarded  n'rullli 
Of  nt^  imagination,  making  h>T 
The  woman  of  my  want,  in  pieiiitudu 
Of  strt^ngth  nud  loveliuc!>ii. 


140 


KATHRINA. 


Over  whose  waves  my  buoyant  life  careered, 
lUillod  to  October,  fiilliog  on  its  beaub 
With  bursts  of  mellow  niusio;  nnd  I  Icnped 
ITpon  the  longed  tor  nhoro,  tor  in  tbnl  nwiiilli 
^fy  dear  betrothcil,  di-Fen^ng  tn  tLo  alrees 
Of  my  iiapatieat  wish,  hwl  iiromiBod  mo 
Urn"  hand  in  vredlouk. 

Ere  tlie  liaitjij  iliiy 
Dft»Tit>d  on  the  worlil,   tbe  wnrld   was   dniiieil    In 

Meet  tor  the  nuptinls.     Batlis  of  Buniiy  lui7«. 
Steeping  the  rii>cmng  lenvi-s  from  day  to  day. 
And  dainty  kisses  of  the  frost  at  night. 
Joined  in  the  subtile  nlchemy  tlint  wrought 
Such  miruclea  of  uhaiige,  that  myriiul  tlw^-s 
Wiiieli  pranked  tlie  nieadw  and  cloUied  the  (ufe»t 

Bloomed  irith  tbe  tints  of  Eden,     "QnA  the  cnrtli 
Ik'i'u  Bplnahed  wiLli  bloud   of  griii)cs  fiom   every 

Tinted  from  kipia  lo  dim  eiij'biiu.-l.'. 
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Or  orient  mliy,  it  would  not  Imve  been 
Drenched  with  snch  waate  of  color.     All  tlie  hiiia 
•phc  Toinljow  knows,  and  all  thut  meet  the  eyu 
In  floweni  of  field  and  gnrden,  joined  lu  t^U 
Each  tree's  (;lo()i;- folded  secret.     Side  by  side 
Bose  aster  maples,  Rome  in  amber  gold, 
Othen  incumadinu  or  tipped  with  fliune ; 
And  oaks  that  fur  »  hundred  years  iuid  stood. 
And  floHtcd  one  another  iJirongh  tlie  slorma — 
Boasting  their  might — proLTluimed  their  pique  oi 

pride 
In  dun,  or  dyes  of  Tyre.     The  sunmo]i-Ieiive8 
Blazed  witli  such  Bciuiet  that  the  crimson  fruit 
Which  hong  among  tlieir  flaines  was  touched   Ui 

Of  dim  and  djing  eubera  ;  while  the  liiUs 
Thut  met  the  sky  at  the  horizon's  rim — 
Dabbled  with  rose  oinoug  the  evergreens, 
Or  stretching  off  iu  sweepa  of  clouted  crimson- 
glowed 
As  if  the  archery  nf  ennset  clonds, 
Hj  squads  and  tierce  battuhoDK.  hiid  i-oined  down 
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Ub  barbed  and  feathered  fire,  uiiA  loft  it  f:ist 

To  advertise  th'  exploit. 

In  siioh  ft  pomp 
Of  ftutumn  glory,  hy  the  airapleat  ritpa, 
Kathrmn  gave  her  luvud  to  me,  and  I 
Pledged  tnith  tuid  life  to  her.     I  bore  tier  home 
Through  ahoclta  of  nmize,  reveahng  half  their  golil, 
Past  giuing  hiirveBtera  ivilh  ureakiiig  wains 
Tliat  brimmed  with  Imitagc— ray  adored,  my  wife, 
Fmitaon  of  my  hope — the  proudest  freight 
That  ever  passed  tlutt  way  I 

My  troops  of  tiienda. 
Grown  strangely  warm  and  strangely  numerous 
With  Bce&t  of  novelty  and  pleasant  ttheer, 
Aasiated  mo  to  place  upon  her  throne 
My  household  queen.     Right  roynlly  she  sit 
The  new-born  dignity.     Most  grncioualy 
Bhe  spoke  and  smiled  among  the  silken  clottds 
That,  fold  on  perfumed  fold,  Uko  frankincenFic 
Enveloped  her,  tbiYingh  half  the  festal  night. 


With  woJcome  and  good  iriabes.    I  was  proud ; 
For  ■was  oot  I  a  king  whore  she  was  qneeu  ? 
And  quooa  sUti  was— though  coufiort  in  mj  home, 
Queen  regnant  in  thn  reahn  of  womonhood, 
By  I'ight  of  evei^-  chuna. 

laUi  her  iikce, 
Ae  mtatresa  of  all  home  economies, 
She  shd  without  a  jar,  ns  if  the  Fittta, 
By  concert  of  foreordiuate  deaigo. 
Had  fitted  her  for  it,  and  it  (orhor, 
And,  having  joined  them  well,  ivere  satisfied. 
Obedient  to  the  orbit  of  oiu-  love, 
We  come  and  went,  revolving  round  oiir  home 
In  spbei-ul  harmony — twin  stars  mnde  one. 
And  loyal  lo  one  law. 

Wlien  lit  our  boiird. 
All  liauds  lifted  by  her  baud  becrtuiG 
AmbrosiiaJ  ;  and  her  Ught,  elastic  step 
From  room  to  room,  in  busj  household  cai'BS, 
Timed  with  my  heart,  and  filled  mc  with  a  sense 


Of  harmonj  and  peace.    D&ya,  weeks,  iind  moatliR 

Lapsed  like  soft  mCBSures,  rlijmuig    eiich  with 

All  choj'ged  with  thougUtful  ministries  U>  me, 
And  not  to  me  alone  ;  for  I  was  pruiid 
To  know  that  she  waa  conuted  l)y  tlie  good 
Aa  a  good  power  among  tbem. — by  the  poor, 
As  Bngel  Bent  ot  God,  ou  wliom  tlipy  I'alled 
His  blessing  down. 


She  held  her  separate  life 
Of  prayer  and  Christian  service,  without  show 
Of  sanL'tity,  without  obtrusiveneas ; 
And,  tliough  I  [K)uld  but  know  she  never  mingtit 
A  blessing  for  herself,  foi-getting  me 
In  her  petition,  not  in  all  those  months 
Did  word  of  difference  betmy  the  gulf 
Between  oni'  soids  and  liyea.     She  hail  lier  plan  ■ 
I  guessod  it,  and  respected  it.     She  felt 
That  if  her  hfc  were  not  an  ai'giunent 
To  move  me,  nothing  that  bur  liiis  ntight  any 
Conld  win  me  to  her  wiidi.     Pridii  would  ropfll 


I 
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Whut  it  could  Dot  rciute,  and  pleeaantrj 
PiUry  the  tlimHts  tliat  love  could  not  resent. 


A  wliok  TCior  sped,  yet  not  a  line  at  verae 
Had  grown  beneatli  my  pen.     Wlien  I  essayed 
To  Itruce  ray  powers  to  ofFort,  (lud  to  call 
Fortli  from  their  camp  and  coveft  the  bright  ranks 
Of  timcful  nimibers,  no  respousive  shout 
Answered  the  Lugle-blast,  and  from  my  hand — 
Im-Bolutfl  and  nerveless  rs  a  babe's— 
My  (uleUion  fell. 


She  roiUud  mo  on  this  ; 
But  I  bad  niiagbt  to  say,  savo  this,  perhaps  : 
Tliat  slie,  being  all  my  woild,  had  left  uo  room 
For  other  occupation  than  my  love. 
She  did  not  smile  at  this  :  it  nus  uu  jest, 
But  saddest  truth.    I  had  grown  enervate 
In  the  worm  atmosphere  which  I  hod  breathed  ; 
And  this,  with  conscioiianess  that  in  her  soul — 
Aa  waam  with  love  as  mine — eoeh  gentle  power 


Wbb  kiodling  with  new  life  frcm 
Growing  with  iny  decline. 


Well,  in  good  time 
There  came  to  us  a  child,  Ihc  miniature 
Of  her  on  whose  dear  breast  my  babyhood 
Woa  niirsed  and  cradled  ;  and  my  happy  bcitrt, 
Charged  with  a  double  tendemese,  received 
And  bleeaed  the  precious  gift     Anotliei-  fount 
Of  human  love  gurgled  to  meet  my  tips. 
Another  store  of  good,  us  rieh  and  pure, 
In  its  own  kind,  bs  tliat  from  whii^li  I  drank, 
Wua  thns  discovered  to  my  tiLste,  aud  I 
Feasted  upon  iU  falneaa. 

With  the  gift 
That  brimmed  my  cnp  of  joy,  thero  cttme  a  gmoa 
To  her  who  bore  it  of  fre&h  loveliness. 
If  I  hod  loved  the  maiden  and  the  bridp, 
The  mother,   through   whose   pain   my  lienrt   hi 


I 


lt«  n 


r  poascwioD,  fastened  to  ray  he«rt 
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With  ft  iwiw  symiiathy.     Whatecpr  i\roas 

Oiir  montliB  ot  intimucy  IvaJ  btilrnytil 

Witliin  her  character,  waa  purged  aw«y, 

And  alie  wns  left  pnre  gold.     Nuy,  I  Hliuuld  sa^, 

WlialiG\'ei'  goodness  hail  not  been  revealed 

Jliroiigh  the  relaticns  of  her  heart  to  mine 

As  loving  moid  and  mi^'ess,  foiuid  the  hght 

TUrongh  het  watemity.     A  henveulj  change 

Passed  o'er  her  soul  and  o'er  her  palliii  fate, 

Ab  if  the  unconscious  yejiruiug  of  u  life 

Uiid  fuiuid  full  Eatisfuctiuii  in  the  birtli 

Of  the  new  being.     Her  long  weniiness 

Was  bat  a  trance  uF  peace  and  gratitude  ; 

And  as  she  Inj — her  babe  upon  her  breast, 

Her  eyelids  closed — I  could  but  feel  that  heaven, 

Should  it  hold  all  the  good  of  which  ahe  dreamed, 

Had  little  more  tor  lipr. 


And  when  again 
She  moved  ahont  the  house,  in  ministry 
To  me  and  to  Uer  helpless  child,  I  kneur 
That  I  hiid  tnsted  every  precious  good 
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That  womau  beuis  to  man,     Ay,  more  tbau  thia; 

Tliat  not  one  man  in  thouEiLiiik  hod  received 

Such  Inrgess  of  itffoction,  aaJ  sucli  prize. 

Of  womnubouil,  tm  I  liiid  touud  ui  her. 

And  mode  my  own.    The  whole  enchautiag  1*011111 

Of  pure  domestic  commerce  had  been  mine 

A  lover  blest,  a  husband  satisfied, 

A  father  cmwueil  I    Love  b.sd  no  other  boon 

To  offer  me.  imd  held  within  its  gift 

No  other  titl^. 

Thus  wilhiii  Ihe  n|iae(: 
Of  two  fiwitt  yenra,  I  travci'sefl  tht  donuiiu 
Of  novelty,  and  lesi'ned  thnt  I  miiBt  glenu 
The  garnered  fields  of  my  experienoe 
To  gratify  the  greed  that  atjU  poaseascd 
My  sateloss  hvsat.     The  time  liad  couiu  U>  tan — 
Which  I  had  hulf  foreseen — when,  by  my  will. 
My  interest  in  those  I  loved  shoold  hve 
Predominant  in  all  my  life.     I  nmsed 
With  jeaJouB  care  my  passion  for  mj  wifa 
I  miflod  lier  to  im  Djxitheoais 
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In  mj  imoguintioo,  where  I  bowoi.) 
And  puid  m;  constant  homage.     I  wm  still 
Hur  fond  and  liiyaX  luver ;  but  lay  beurt, 
TImt  had  so  ireiAj  dranJt,  tv-ith  full  content, 
Had  Hecn  the  bottom  of  the  cup  sbe  held  ; 
And  whnt  remiiined  liitt  trii^ks  to  eke  it  out. 
And  artiflcfl  to  give  it  iiiquancy. 
And  Bips  to  cool  m;  tongue,  the  while  my  heart 
Wne  hollow  with  its  thirst  ?     My  litUe  cliiid 
Was  preijiona  Ut  my  soiil  beyond  all  priiie  ; 
Mother  and  babe  were  bU  that  they  ooidd  bo 
To  ftuy  heart  of  mnn  ;  and  yet^-ond  yet  I 


Of  aU  the  dull,  dead  weights  mnn  ever  bore. 
Sure,  none  can  near  the  said  with  diBcontent 
Like  consciooanesB  of  power  uniwed.     To  feel 
That  one  has  gift  to  move  the  multitude, — 
To  act  upon  the  life  of  humankind 
By  force  of  will,  or  fire  of  eloquence, 
Or  voice  of  lofty  art,  and  yet,  to  feel 
No  stir  of  mighty  motive  in  the  sold 
To  action  or  endeavor ;  to  behold 
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The  fairest  prizes  of  tliis  fleeting  Ufa 
Boi'DB  off  l>y  patient  men  who,  day  by  day, 
By  braveat  toil  and  stiiigglc,  reocU  the  lit^iglitB 
Of  great  luthieTement,  toiling,  strnggUng  thus 
"With  a  strong  jriy,  and  with  a  fine  contempt 
For  soft  and  Helfi>;h  passion  ;  im  nee  this, 
Yet  cling  to  aiieb  a  paBsion,  lilie  a  slave 
Who  hugs  his  uiiains  in  aluggish  impoteuc^e, 
Kefiiamg  fi'eedom  lest  he  lose  the  czmt 
The  chain  of  bondage  warrants  1dm — lUi  I  tjiis 
Is  raisery  indeed ! 


Such  miset; 
Was  miDS.     I  held  the  consdunsneas  of  power 
To  labor  eyea-headed  with  the  best 
Who  VTOUght  tor  tome,  or  sti-ovc  to  make  them- 

selves 
Pelt  iu  the  world's  great  lite  ;  and  yet,  I  f^lt 
No  lift  to  enterprise,  ficiin  lieaviin  above 
Or  earth  beneath  ;  tor  ueitln'r  GihI  nor  miui 
Lived  in  my  love.     My  bnme  held  all  my  world ; 
Yet  it  was  evidiint^-I  full,  I  knew — 


Tliat  ntiugltt  could  lUl  icy  opening  wEiut  but  toil ; 
And  there  were  times  wlieu  Iliad  bailed  with  jiij- 
Tlio  cwtee  of  poYoi-^,  compelling  me 
To  labor  for  m;  bread,  nod  for  the  bread 
01  those  I  loved. 

Mj-ucJelili..i-s«ll.iromul 
Wore  happy  iu  their  work.     The  plodding  hind 
■ftlio  served   nij  hand,   t>r  groomed    my  p«tt«<1 

Whistled  nlioiit  hit  worlt  with  merry  lnyirt, 
And  filled  his  menstu'e  of  content  with  toil. 
In  all  the  streets  and  ati  the  busy  fluids 
Men  were  astir,  and  doing  with  their  might 
What  tiieir  liandi  found  to  do.     They  drove  the 

plough, 
They  trafficked,    Irailded,   delved,  they  spun    und 


They  tanght  and   pVPiu'Iied,  they   basted   Up   and 

£ai!b  on  his  liltlo  PiTnud,  niid  their  eyes 
Were  fiiH  of  eager  fire,  aa  if  the  earth 
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And  iill  its  vast  eoncema  were  ou  tbeir  Lands. 
Tlicir  liomea  worts  tredi  with  guerdon  every  oiglit. 
And  ri]>e  with  impulse  to  new  iujiistry 
At  cuch  uew  dawD. 


I  saw  itU  thiti,  bnt  kucw 
That  thi-'j  wero  not  like  me — were  must  unlike 
In  conatitution  nnd  condition.     Thiis. 
Mj  power  ti)  do,  and  do  tlie  single  thing 
My  power  waa  shaped  to  do,  becnme,  instead 
Of  wings  to  bear  mo,  weights  to  burdeti  me. 
The  moiling  multitude  for  little  tasks 
Found  Uttle  motives  plenty ;  but  tor  me, 
Whom  in  my  indolence  they  all  despiaed — 
Not  understanding  mo — no  motive  roas 
To  lash  or  load.     Even  the  love  I  dreamed 
Would  give  me  impulse  bud  defrauded  me. 
Feeble  and  proud ;  strong,  yet  emascuUto ; 
Genti'ed  in  self,  and  still  despising  adE ; 
Goaded,  yet  hold  ;  convinced,  but  never  moved ; 
Such  conflict  ofttimes  held  mid  harried  me 
That  death  lutd  met  with  welcome.     If  I  read. 
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I  read  to  kill  my  tiiae.     No  iuteroat 
la  tlie  grcftt  tlioughts  of  others  moved  my  soiil, 
BeeauBo  I  had  no  object :  tuicleaa  qnita 
The  knowledge  and  the  culture  I  powtesscd ; 
And  if  I  i-ode,  tlie  stale  moaotonj 
Of  the  familiftr  Inndacap^  dckeucd  me. 


In  these  dull  jeors,  my  toddling  httle  wean 

Grew  iiito  prattling  childliood,  anil  I  gained 

Such  freali  delight  from  her  &s  kept  my  heart 

From  tflUJ  gloom ;  hat  more  nud  moro  I  shuuuf  d 

The  world  iLTOund  mo,  more  and  more  di'ew  iu 

The  aide  of  my  life,  until,  at  last, 

Hy  home  become  my  hermitage.     I  knew 

The  dissolution  of  the  apuU  would  come, 

And,  though  I  dreaded  it,  I  longed  to  grei-t 

The  crash  and  tmn-sformation.     If  my  pride 

Forbade  the  full  conteaaion  to  lay  wife 

That  time  had  verified  ht.-r  prophecy. 

It  (ailud  t/)  hold  the  truth  Evom  her,    She  read. 

With  a  true  woman's  inaight,  all  my  heart ; 

But,  with  a  woman's  sensitiveness,  xhrank 
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From  questions  which  might  seem  to  can;  bUme ; 
And  BO,  for  jeors,  tliure  laj  between  om-  sools 
The  bar  ot  BiUmeo. 


OllP  SW€*t 

ACter  my  lamb  was  folded,  anil  belore 

TliQ  lamps  were  lighted,  as  I  sat  alijue 

Within  my  room,  I  hi'ord  reliiotant  feet 

Seokiog  my  door.     They  pnused,  and  then  I  heard: 


' '  Ay,  yon  may  nlwByn  come  j 

And  JO!i  ftra  welcome  alwaya,"  I  replied. 

The  room  was  dim,  but  I  could  see  her  fooe 

Was    pale,    aud    her    long    kahca    weL      "  Tour 


I  said,  willi  open  arms.     0pon  my  kuee, 
One  Imtid  upon  my  shoulder,  elio  siuik  don-n 
At  if  the  heart  within  her  breast  were  lend, 
And  she  were  weary  with  its  weight 


EATIiniyA.  155 

"  My  wife, 
What  burden  now  ?''  I  asked  her  teiidui'I;. 
She  fijted  ber  Hwimming  eyas  on  mine,  and  eoid  : 
"  My  dear,  you  nre  not  happy.     Yeara  have  goni> 
Since  yon  have  been  content.     I  bring  no  worda 
Of  blume  ftgainst  you  :  you  hare  bi.>eu  to  tuu 
A  comfort  uud  n  joy.     Your  constancy 
Has  honored  me  as  few  of  all  my  sex 
Are  honored  by  your  owu  ;  but  while  you  i>ine 
With  secret  pain,  I  am  ao  wholly  youi-s 
That  I  must  pine  with  yon.     I've  waited  long 
For  you  to  ajMiak  ;  and  now  I  come  to  you 
To  ask  you  this  odo  question :  is  there  nnght 
Of  toil  or  encriflce  within  my  x>i3wer 
To  ease  your  heart,  or  give  you  liberty 
Beyond  the  round  to  wbidi  you  hold  your  foot  ? 
Speak  freely,  frankly,  as  to  one  who  lovea 
Hea'  husband  better  than  her  only  child. 
And  betttT  than  hcraelf." 


I  di'ow  hpr  head 
Down  to  my  cheek,  and  said  ;  "My  aagel  wife  1 
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Wliatever  torment  or  disquietude 

1  may  Lave  aufilTiid,  yoc  Uutb  never  been 

Its  cause,  or  iu  occasiou.     You  are  all — 

You  luive  been  oU— that  woiuanliocul  can  be 

To  mnnhood's  want ;  and  iu  your  woman's  love 

And  iTooiaa's  paiu,  I  hnve  found  evttry  guod 

Mj  life  Itaa  known  aiuce  flntt  oui'  lives  were  joined. 

You  knew  me  better  than  I  knew  myself ; 

And  your  prophetic  worihi  have  banutcd  ma 

Like  thonghta  of  retributioa :  '  5'A«re  viill  wma 

'A  sad,  gad  lime,  when  in  your  /amiaJml  toid 

'  Tli«  cry  for  something  mort,  and  more  dirint 

■  WiU  rise,  nor  be  represaeiL'    For  something  mora 

My  spirit  clamors  :  uotliing  mora  divine 

lask  for." 


"  What  shall  be  this  '  aomotliing  u 


"  Work,"  I  replied  ;  *'  ny,  woi^k,  lint  never  here  j 
Work  among  men,  where  I  may  (eel  tlie  Uindl 
Of  kindred  life  ;  work  wlieri'  the  multitudea 
Are  soring ;  work  wheio  hraius  and  hands 
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kxe  stiuggliiig  for  the  prizes  of  the  world  ; 

VVurlc  where  my  apirit,  dnven  to  its  best 

By  competitionB  and  gr^nt  rivalries, 

Sliull  viudicatc  its  owu  pre-emitmnce, 

Ami  wring  from  a  reluctant  world  tha  moeJ 

tit  approbatiou  ond  respect  fur  which 

It  jeams  mth  awful  hanger  ;  work,  indeed, 

Whi(^  HlitUJ  canipel  the  homage  of  tite  bouIm 

That  crppp  arottud  me  heiv,  luid  pity  jou 

Because,  forsooth,  the  Futes  have  hobbled  you 

With  a  dull  drone.     I  know  how  sweet  the  love 

Of  two  fond  soiiIb  ;  and  I  will  have  the  heartt 

Of  millioiis,     TheHo  shiill  satiafy  my  grped, 

And  round  the  measure  of  luy  lite  ;  and  these 

My  work  shall  will  me." 


At  tliose  ehildish  wu. 
She  mised  hei  lieiul,  and  with  »  sueet,  sa<l  suii 
Of  lovi'  iuid  pity  blent,  made  her  response  : 
"  Not  yet,  my  htisbond^if  your  wife  may  api-u 
A  thought  that  crosses  ymirs— not  yet  have  joi 


Fonnd  Uie  grent  Beoret  of  ooutent.     But  tv<ii4c 

May  liolp  you  townrd  it,  and  m  suay  a 

In  hettor  fu*  tliaa  idlpneaa.     Fur  this, 

Yoii  ask  ot  mo  to  snorifioe  this  home 

And  all  the  tiiteat  friends  my  life  has  gninei). 

I  do  it  frotn  this  raomrait ;  glnd  to  prove. 

At  any  tender  coat,  my  love  for  yon, 

And  taitt  in  yonr  endenvor.    I  will  go 

To  any  spot  of  earth  whei-e  you  may  lejid. 

And  go  rejoiring.     Let  us  go  At  o 


"  I  buni  my  ships  lieliind  me."  I  replied. 

"Meastire  the  cost:  be  sure*  no  secret  hope 

Of  late  return  be  found  nmonp  Hie  fln^mos ; 

For  if  I  go,  r  leave  no  (dngle  thread, 

Save  tliat  whii'ii  binils  mi>  to  my  mother's  grave. 

Todniwmebatk," 


-  My  ]m-p  shall  !>■ 
To  light  the  lirp,"  nhe  anfovcred. 
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Theu 
And,  with  a  kiss,  uuirked  a  bill  period 
To  love'ti  excess,  and  with  a  sweet 
Wrote  tLe  imtiul  of  a  stronger  life. 


A  REVLSOTION. 


Oh  I  not  by  brend  aloue  'tn  mftnhood  nourislied 

To  its  aiiiireme  estate  I 
By  every  wonl  of  God  linve  lived  and  floiirisliod 

The  good  men  nud  the  grent. 
Ay,  not  Vjy  bread  alone  I 

■'  Oil  I  not  by  broad  alone  1"  t.lie  awcet  ttx^'.  broutli- 
ing 
In  tlii-obs  of  perfunie,  spenks; 
"Butmyriiid  llmld^  in  ewtit  imd  ftir.  are  Hiiiith 

The  bliiBhef  foi-  my  ckeekx. 
Ay,  not  by  lircnd  iilinio  1" 
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"OhI  not  by  bread  ttlone  1"  proclnimH  in  thunder 

Tbe  old  oak  from  liis  crest ; 
"  Bat  emiB  and  BtoraiB  npon  me,  and  deep  under. 
The  rocks  ia  which  I  test 
Ay.  not  by  bread  nJone  1" 

"  Oh  !  not  by  bread  alone !"    The  truth  flies  sing 
ing 
In  voices  of  tbe  birds ; 
And  from  a  thousand  pantiired  hills  la  nnging 
The  iinawer  of  the  herds  : 
"Ay,  not  by  bread  alone  I" 

Oh  I  not  by  bread  ulone  !  tor  lile  and  being 

Are  finely  complex  all, 
And  increment,  with  elemejit  agreeing, 

llust  tow!  them,  or  Iboy  fall. 
Ay,  not  by  bread  aloiie  1 

Ob  t  not  by  love  alone,  though  Htrougeat,  purest, 

Tiiat  ever  swayed  the  heart ; 
For  Btrongest  paiision  evermore  the  aureat 


Defrauds  each  manlj  pari 
Ay,  not  by  love  alooe  ! 

Oil  I  not  by  love  aloue  is  power  engcuileied. 

Until  witliiu  the  soul 
Tim  gift  of  every  motive  lina  beeu  rendered. 

It  ia  not  strong  and  wbole. 
Ay,  not  by  !'>ve  aloDe  ! 

Ob  I  not  by  love  alone  is  utuihuod  Dourished 

To  its  supreme  estate  : 
Uy  eveiy  word  of  God  have  lived  and  flouilslied 

The  good  men  and  the  great. 
Ay,  not  by  love  olonel 


I 


PART   III. 


f,ASOB. 


Tm  jeexa  of  lore  I — a  sleep,  a  pleasant  dream 
'tbat  puBed  itn  culmen  in  the  earl^  half, 
Ooncladiog  in  conf  uaioB— a  wild  scene 
Of  bargoina,  auctionjs,  [lartiuga,  and  wbnt  not  ? 
And  on  awaking  1 


I  was  in  Broadway, 

A  nnit  in  a  million.     Like  a  bath 
In  ocean  surf,  bloii'n  in  from  farthest  seas 
Under  Uie  August  ardors,  tlio  grand  rush 
Of  crested  lile  assailed  me  with  its  waTes, 
And  cooled  me  wliiie  it  fired.     With  stuidj  joy 
I  Bought  its  broadest  bdlowa,  and  resigned 
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llj  spirit  to  their  surge  and  sivaj ;  and  stood 
In  sheltered  covea,  rendied  only  by  the  spome 
And  crepitant  bubbles  of  the  yesty  floods, 
Drinking  Uie  roar,  the  shocn,  the  restJesmoss, 
As  inspiration,  bolb  of  aenae  and  soul. 

I  Baw  the  waves  of  life  roll  up  tlio  st«p9 

Of  great  cathedrals  and  retire  ;  and  break 

In  charioted  grandeur  at  the  ieei 

Of  marble  palaces,  nud  to.is  their  spraj 

Of  feathered  beaaty  through  the  open  doore, 

To  pile  the  restless  foam  within ;  and  bnrat 

On  crowded  caraTonsaries,  to  tall 

la  quick  retnrn  ;  and  in  dark  currenlfl  glide 

Through  sinuoua  alloys  and  the  grimy  loops 

Of  reeking  celLirs ;  and  with  softest  plash 

Assail  the  gilded  shrines  of  opalenoe, 

And  slide  in  musical  relapse  away. 

With  senses  d»zed  and  stunned,  and  soul  o'erMiKl 
With  tdiaos  of  new  thoughts,  I  turned  away. 
And  sought  ray  city  home.     There  all  was  cnlm, 
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With  wife  and  daughter  woittng  tuy  return. 
And  eager  with  their  welcome.     Tbut  -waa  life  ! — 
ha  wtereat  in  the  great  world  of  life, 
A  place  for  toil  witlun  a  world  of  U>il, 
Ami  love  for  its  raward.     "Amen  i"  I  said, 
"And  twice  amen  1    I've  found  mj  life  at  last, 
And  we  will  ull  be  hapjiy." 

Day  by  day — 
The  while  I  sought  udjiifitment  to  thu  life 
Wliich  I  hod  chosten,  uitd  with  careful  thought 
Gathei'ed  to  liand  the  fair  maUuial 
Elect  by  Fimcy  for  the  orj^iuiiiim 
Over  whose  gei'in  ahe  brooded — I  went  out, 
To  blithe  again  upon  tim  shme  of  life 
Uy  long-enfeebled  nature. 

Eveiy  (liiy 
I  met  some  face  I  knew.      My  uoUege  fneuda 
Came  up  in  stnwge  disguiecB.     Hero  was  one, 
WiUi  a  white  neck-clotb  nnd  a  saintly  (uce, 
Wlio  bad  been  nuticated  and  diHgmced 
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For  lawlessness.     Now  te  adminifltered 
A  cbarge  which  proved  that  lie  had  been  at  work. 
And  made  himaelf  a  mail.    Anil  there  was  one — 
A  lumpy  Bort  ot  boy,  as  memorj 
Itecalled  him  to  mo— grroim  to  portliness 
And  Bplendid  Bpeotacles.    He  drove  a  chaise, 
And  practised  sorgeiy, — wna  ou  Lis  ■way 
To  meet  a  class  ot  youth,  who  sought  to  be 
Urcat  sorgeons  like  hiiaseU.  and  took  tuU  notes 
Of  all  his  stolen  visdom.     By  his  watch — 
A  gold  repeater,  with  a  mighty  chain — 
Ho  gave  me  just  five  minutes  :  then  rolled  off- 
Pretension  upon  wheels.     Another  grasped 
My  hand  as  if  I  were  hit)  boRom  friend. 
Just  in  from  a  long  voyage.     He  wna  one 
Who  stole  my  wood  in  college,  and  received 
With  grat:e  the  kick  I  gave  him.     He  bad  grown 
To  be  the  tail  ot  a  portrntoas  firm 
Ot  oify  lawyers :  managed,  oa  be  said. 
The  matter  of  collections  ;  nud  hod  mode 
In  his  una]]  way— to  use  hia  modest  phrase : 
Truthlol  oa  mndest — quite  a  pretty  plum. 
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He  waa  o'ei'joyed  to  seu  me  in  Che  Uimu  : 
HopLil  I  would  coll  npon  Kim  at  bis  den : 
If  I  had  BJiy  liuHiQeBa  in  bis  line, 
Woidd  do  it  for  rae  promptly  ;  as  for  price. 
No  need  to  talk  of  that  between  two  frieDtb  J 

Bat  these,  iiud  ail — the  mcuuest  aud  tlie  beet — 
Were  bard  at  work,     Tbej  alirajs  questioQ.fd  me 
Before  we  parted,  toucliitig  my  pursuits ; 
And  thongh  they  qiiestioaed  kindly,  I  grew  eore 
Under  tbe  repetition,  and  ashnmed 
To  itraat«  mj  aiwwcr,  till  I  burned 
To  do  some  work,  so  lifted  into  fame, 
That  ahame  should  be  to  him  n'hoae  ignorance 
Compelled  a  qucetion. 

Simplest  foresters 
Have  learned  tbe  trick  of  -woodlonil  broods,  that  fly 
In  radiant  divergenee  from  the  flash 
Of  death  and  diuiger,  and,  when  aH  is  still. 
Steal  bock  to  where  their  fellowa  bit  tlie  diist 
For  rendezvous,     Aud  thus  sorietj 
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follows  the  brnlAl  instinot.     ^licn  the  friends. 
Who  bom  lier  father's  riiiii  fled  umain, 
Foond  out  mj  wife,  aaJ  learned  that  it  was  saXe 
To  gather  bock  to  the  old  feeding-groimd, 
Thej  came.     Her  old  Lume  Lad  become  mj  own 
And  they  were  all  delighted.     It  was  sweet 
To  have  her  batk  again  ;  ond  it  was  sad 
To  know  that  those  who  onco  were  bappy  there^ 
Dispensing  happiness,  could  oome  iio  more. 

It  had  its  modicom  of  eomeetneas, — 
This  talk  of  theira — aiid  she  received  it  all 
With  heattf  oonrtesy,  and  yielded  it 
The  imctiaa  of  her  charity,  so  for 
That  it  was  smooth  and  redolent  to  h^r. 
The  differenue — the  world-wide  diffeicnoa — 
Between  my  wife  and  them  wus  obvious  ; 
Bat  she  was  gonerons  through  nature's  gift 
I  fancied — could  not  well  be  utherwiae ; 
Although  their  fawning  liilod  me  with  dJagmfc 
Oh  I  fool  and  blind :  out  to  perceive  tiia  OhiM   i 
That  Rhone  add  spoko  in  her  I 
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The  hour  approached-— 
TUe  pre-detenniucil  time — wliea  I  Bboiild  close 
Mj  Btudy-door,  nnd  wrap  my  kindliiig  brain 
In  the  poetic  dream  which,  d:iy  by  day, 
Was  Bwiftly  gathering  conaiatence  there. 
The  quick,  creative  iuatiuct  in  me  plamed 
ltd  pinions  for  the  flight,  tmd  I  coald  feel 
Thu  ioilux  of  frcsli  pon-er  ;  but  whence  it  came, 
1  did  not  question  ;  though  it  fired  my  heart 
With  the  a! 


I  told 
My  dear  compomon  of  my  hoijeful  phuis 
For  irinniug  fame,  and  making  for  myself 
A  lofty  place ;  bat  I  could  nut  inspire 
Her  heart  with  my  ambition,  or  win  o'er 
Her  judgment  to  my  motive.     She  adhered 
To  hei  old  Uieoi^-,  uud  gave  no  room 
To  any  motive  it  did  not  cmltrace. 
Wo  argued  muoh,  but  always  argued  wide. 
And  ended  wbere  we  atarted.     Postnlateii 
Ou  which  we  at-jijd  iu  perfect  harmony, 
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Were  points  of  sepaiutiou,  out  from  which 

We  atruck  divergentiy,  till  sympntliy, 

That  only  Uvea  by  rhytlun  of  tUoughta  and  bewte, 

Lay  dead  between  iia. 


"  Man  loves  praise,"  I  auid. 
"  It  is  au  appcttiice  which  He  wbo  made 
The  hitman  aoul,  made  to  be  satisfied. 
It  is  a  tree  He  planted.     If  it  grow 
On  that  which  feeds  it,  and  become  at  loat 
Tlirifty  and  fniitfiil,  ifc  is  still  His  owu. 
With  uaury.     Ani  if,  in  His  intent, 
This  passion  have  no  place  among  the  powers 
Of  active  hfe,  why  is  it  mighty  there 
From  youngest  childhood  ?    Proy  you  what  is  fame 
Bat  ooDCTet«  praise  ? — the  tmiversal  voice 
Which  boara,  from  eveiy  quarter  o(  the  oartli, 
Ite  homage  to  a  name,  that  grows  thereby 
To  be  its  own  immortal  monumeDt, 
Outlasting  all  the  marble  and  the  bronze 
Which  cunning  fingeia,  dnoo  the  world  began, 
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Have  sliftped  or  staoiiKd  witL  story  ?    Wbat  is 

But  oggregote  ol  praise  ?    And  if  it  bo 
LegitiauiUi  to  nxa,  for  eake  of  praise. 
The  praise  of  one,  why  not  ot  multitudes  !" 

"Ay,"  aho    replied;    "'tis  true    that    men   lova 


And  it  ia  true  that  He  uLo  made  tlie  tiuai 

Planted  therein  the  love  of  praise,  to  be 

A  motive  in  its  life — ail  trtie  bo  fur  ; 

And  ao  far  wo  agree.     But  motives  all 

Have  their  appropriate  sphere  and  sway,  like  men 

Who  Ijeor  them  iu  their  breasts.     The  love  of 

FiSa  life  with  fine  amenities.    Not  all 

Who  live  have  pleasant  tempers,  and  not  oil 

The  gift  ot  gracious  manoers,  or  the  love 

Of  nobler  motive,  higher  meed  than  praise. 

The  world  is  full  of  bears,  who  euiooth  their  hsi^ 

And  glove  their  paws,  uid  put  on  manly  airs. 

And  hold  our  honey  sacred,  and  our  lives 
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Our  own,  because  they  liunger  tor  a 

"Tia  a  fine  tiling  for  bears— this  love  of  p 

And  those  nlio  deal  witli  tbem  ;  and  R  good  thine 

For  childreu,  and  fc*  parents,  teacltere— all 

Who  have  them  in  their  keeping.    It  mnj  bold 

A  litUe  mind  to  rectitude,  until 

It  grow,  ftnd  grow  ashamed  to  jield  iteelf 

To  such  a  petl^  motive.     Children  all 

Like  sugar,  and  it  ren/iy  admit  of  doubt 

Whether  our  pmise  or  sngar  s«-eet«nsmore 

Their  petulant  Bub'iicids  ;  but  a  man     ., 

Would  choke  in  sivalloniug  the  uonipliment 

Which  we  should  pay  liitn,  w^re  we  but  to  say 

■  Go  to  I    Do  some  great  de«d,  and  you  ahaU  have 

Xoiir  paj  in  sugar  ;— maple,  mind  ytui,  now. 

So  you  sliall  do  it  teatly."  " 


"  Very  good  I" 
I  answered.  "  very  good,  indeed  I  il  we 
Engage  in  talk  for  sport ;  but  argument 
Ou  (licmes  like  these  must  have  the  element 
Of  candor.     Highest  truth,  in  uortoiu  lights. 
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Mil;  be  ridiuulooB,  aud  jet  be  tmtb. 
Womeu  are  angela  :  ju^t  a  little  weiik 
Aud  jast  a  little  triuked,  it  ma^  be, 
Yet  stUl  the  eweeteiit  beiitgs  in  the  world ; 
But  when  one  stands  with  af  prehensivo  gasp 
At  verge  of  steruutatiou,  ur  leaps  off, 
Pixijeutiiig  uU  her  being  iu  a  sneeze. 
Or  snores  with  lix^^  wiile-purled,  or  eawfa 
The  *  double-quick,'  we  turn  our  eyes  away 
la  Bodauas,  that  a,  creature  ao  divine 
Can  bo  w  shockiaglf  ridiculouii : 
Tet  who  slmll  say  ehe's  not  an  angel  still  ? 
Now  you  preaeut  to  me  the  meoiieat  face 
01  a  must  aoble  truth.     I  laugh  with  yuu 
Otct  its  soiTj  sembloDce  ;  but  the  truth 
In  still  divine,  and  elaima  our  reverenw. 
The  great  King  Solomon — and  you  beUeve 
In  Solomon — has  said  that  a  good  name 
la  more  to  be  desired  than  much  fine  gold. 
If  a  good  name  be  matter  of  desire 
Beyond  all  wealth — and  yon  will  pardon  me 
For  liolding  to  the  record — it  may  stand 
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As  ft  grauil  motive  in  the  life  of  majo. 
To  grand  endeavor.    I  bave  ;ut  U>  leun 
That  Solomon  addressed  liis  words  to  beais, 
Or  little  cluldren.    I  am  forced  to  Uiink 
That  joa  and  I,  and  all  who  read  hie  worda. 
Are  those  for  whom  be  wrote." 

Bejoining  she  '. 
"  A  good  maj  be  the  aubjeut  of  desires 
And  not  be  motive  to  ncbievemeuli.     Iiife. 
It  I  may  speak  the  riddle,  ia  a.  eckeme 
Of  indirections.    My  own  happiness 
la  Bometlung  to  desire  ;  and  jet,  I  know 
That  I  must  win  it  bj  foi'getting  it 
In  ministiy  to  otbers.     If  I  moke 
My  happiness  the  motive  of  mj  work, 
I  spoil  it  by  the  taint  of  selfishnesa.     .  • 

But  ore  yon  aitre  that  yoa  do  not  pnatmfl 
Somewhat  too  much,  in  oLuming  tlio  dflnn 
For  a  good  name  as  motive  of  your  life  ? 
Oreatness,  not  goodness,  is  the  end  you  se«J^ 
If  I  mistake  you  not ;  and  these  are  held. 
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In  the  world's  thought,  as  two,  and  most  JistiDcL 

Kiug  Solomon  was  veise,  but  wiser  He 

Who  said  to  those  that  loved  and  followed  him, 

■  Who  would  be  great  among  jou,  let  him  serve.' 

ThB  greatest  meu — and  ai'tkts  should  be  suoli, 

For  thej  are  God'a  nobility  and  maa's — 

Should  work  from  gi'eatcst  mAtive&     Selfiahuess 

la  uevei'  great,  aud  morea  to  no  great  deeds. 

To  boDoc  God,  to  beaetit  mankind, 

To  serve  with  lof^  gifts  the  lowly  seeds 

Of  the  poor  reoe  for  which  the  God-man  died, 

Aud  do  it  all  for  love — oh  I  this  is  great ! 

And  he  who  does  this  will  a<ihi«Ye  a  name 

Not  only  great  but  good." 

"Not  in  this  world," 
I  answered  her.     "  I  know  too  much  of  it. 
The  world  is  selfish  ;  and  it  never  gives 
Dne  credit  to  a  motive  which  assumes 
To  be  above  its  ovrn.     If  n  man  write, 
It  takes  for  granted  that  he  writes  for  fame. 
And  judges  him  acuordkigly.     It  holda 
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Of  no  Bccoiut  oU  other  ouns  and  ends  ; 

And  visits  with  contempt  the  mim  who  bean 

A  luiasion  to  his  Idnd.     The  critic  pens 

That  twiddle  with  his  vroik,  or  pky  with  it 

As  cala  with  mice,  ure  not  rouiorkable 

For  gentle  instincts ;  and  my  name  must  live 

By  pmis  liiie  these.     I  ehoose  lo  take  thu  world 

Just  OS  I  find  it,  luid  I  piti^h  my  taiie 

To  the  wuild'H  key.  tluit  it  may  aiiig  my  tuna, 

And  aing  for  me.     Ay,  imd  I  take  myself 

Juat  ns  I  find  myself.     I  do  not  love 

The  liumoa  raoe  enough  to  work  for  it. 

Having  no  motive  of  phi]anthro{>y, 

I'll  make  prel«nce  to  none.     The  love  of  pniae 

I  coast  legitimate  and  laudAbli?, 

'Tis  not  the  noblest  motive  in  the  world. 

But  it  is  good  ;  and  it  lias  won  more  fuiies 

Than  any  other.    8iirL>ly,  my  good  wife, 

Toil  would  not  siiat  me  from  it,  and  deprive 

My  power  of  its  sole  impnlac," 

■'  No  ;  oh  !  no, 
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Slie  anairei'eil  qnlcUy.     "I  am  cial;  sad 

That  il  aboiiM  be  Uio  cAptoia  ot  yoiii  host 

All  creatures  of  the  brain  am  the  result 

01  many  motives  and  of  many  poweis. 

All  life  is  Buch,  mdeed.     The  power  Uiut  kuda — 

The  motiTe  domiiuuit — this  stamps  the  woilt 

With  its  owD  Ukem^HB.     TLroaghout  all  the  world 

Are  careful  iiouls,  with  careful  coiiscii:Qi.-t:6, 

That  pierce  themselves  with  qiieatiomcgs  and  tears 

Because  that,  'with  the  motives  which  are  good, 

Aud  whicli  alone  Uioy  seek,  a  huadrorl  come 

They  do  not  seek,  and  aye  sophiaticate 

Their  fiuest  action.     They  ore  wrong  in  this : 

All  motives  bowing  to  one  leadership, 

And  aiding  its  emprise,  are  one  with  it — 

The  some  in  trend,  the  some  in  terminus. 

All  the  low  motives  that  obey  the  law. 

And  aid  tiio  work,  of  one  above  them  all. 

Do  holy  service,  and  fulfil  the  end 

For  which  they  were  designed.     The  lovo  of  praise 

la  not  the  lowest  motive  which  i;ao  uove 

The  human  souL     Nay,  it  may  do  good  work 
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Aa  u  BiibordiniLte,  tmil  leave  ■aa  soil 

On  whitest  fabric,  at  whose  aelmge  afainea 

The  Master's  braidered  sigaatuie.     AlUumgh 

Tou  write  tor  fiune,  tbini  not  you  will  esoapa 

The  press  ot  olJier  motiyea.     Ton  love  me  ; 

Tou  love  j-onr  child  ;  you  love  your  pleoaant  home; 

You  love  tho  memory  of  one  long  dead. 

These,  joined  with  all  those  qualities  of  heart 

Wluoh  make  you  dear  to  me,  will  tkrong  around 

The  leader  you  appoint,  and  come  and  go 

Under  liis  bitnner ;  and  the  work  ol  Qod 

Will  thrive  through  these,  the  while  your  own 

goes  on. 
God  will  not  be  defrauded,  nor  yet  man  ; 
And  you,  who  like  the  Pharisees  make  prq'or 
At  oomers  of  the  atreeta,  for  praise  of  men, 
Will  have  reward  you  seek." 


"Ay,  TAriljrl?! 
ReeponJed  I  with  laughter.     "  Verily  1 
Though  not  a  saint,  I'll  do  a  aotntly  woric 
For  my  own  profit,  and  iu  spite  of  all 
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The  BeMjiUiieas  that  moves  me.    Better,  tLie, 

Than  I  suepected.    Mj  sweet  caaaiBl — 

Jiy  gentle,  learned,  level}'  casuist — 

I  thnnTf  you ;  &iul  1^11  Pftv  Tou  moro  than  tbfl^DJ^ 

I'll  promiee  that  wbeu  these  Itne  motiveB  come. 

And  Toliinteer  their  service,  they  sholl  find 

Welcome  and  cntcrtuinment,  anJ  n  place 

Within  the  ranis  and  file,  with  priiilege 

0£  quick  proniotian,  so  tliey  show  tLemselvea 

Motives  of  mettle," 


This  the  type  of  tall; 
Tliat  passed  between  xm.     I  was  not  a.  fool 
To  oonnt  her  tviuJom  wuithless  ;  nor  a.  God, 
To  work  regcuuration  in  myself. 
That  something  which  I  longed  for,  to  ftU  up 
The  meLisore  of  my  good,  was  human  prnise ; 
Yet  I  could  see  that  she  was  wholly  right. 
And  that  she  held  within  hemelf  resource 
Of  Bstisfuutiou  better  than  my  own. 
Bnt  I  wos  quite  contents-content  to  know 
I  teod  the  average  altitude  of  those 


HK^VI 

KATllBIIfA                             181 

Tet  never  touching  it  witb  an  attempt 

To  draw  it  toiih,  and  put  it  to  ita  pkue. 

One  eveniug,  when  one  usual  theme  was  up. 

I  sekcA  my  vriCe  in  plajful  eoinQBtueas 

How  she  became  so  niai>.     "  Ton  talk,"  I  said, 

' 

•■  Wlio  lacketh  wiadoni,  let  him  aat  of  God, 

Whs  her  reply, 

b 

"I  never  ask  of  God." 

r 

I  Biiid.     "So,  while  you  take  at  second  hand 

His  breathjcps  to  the  artist,  I  will  take 

At,  second  htind  the  wisdom  that  He  giwa 

To  yon,  His  teacher." 

"Do  you  never  pray?" 

"Never,"IiutswBredher.     "  I  cannot  pray  ; 

Too  know  tlia  rensoB.    Never  since  the  day 

QoA  shot  Ills  heart  bgainst  my  mother's  pmyet 
H&ve  I  raised  one  petitioa,  or  been  moved 


Her  long,  dork  liLshes  tell. 
And  from   her   eyes  there  dropped   two   precioos 

That  bathed  her  folded  hands.     She  pitied  tu^ 
With  tendemeaa  beyond  the  reach  of  words. 
I  did  uot  seek  her  pity.     I  was  prond. 
And  aak(:d  iier  if  she  blamed  me. 

"Ho/'dteaaid; 
"  t  have  no  right  to  blame  jon,  and  no  wish. 
I  nuurel  oalj  that  a  man  like  you 
Gau  hold  so  long  the  eiroro  of  a  hoj. 
Tve  looked — with  how  much  longing,  words  of 


ll 


Can  never  tell — for  renaou  to  restore 

That    priceless  tiling  whicU    paauou  stole    frou 
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Tliongh  piqned  by  therepruacli 
Her  words  couvejcd,  (unwittiaglj- 1  knew,) 
I  wished  to  leani  where,  m  her  theory 
Of  human  life,  mj  csiso  had  round  a  phu*  ; 
So,  bidding  pride  uback,  I  questioned  her. 
"Yon  are  bo  wise  in  other  things,"  I  said, 
"  And  read  so  weU  Ood'e  dealings  with  Hia  own, 
Perhaps  you  can  explain  this  mystery 
That  clonds  my  life." 

"  I  luiow  that  Ood  is  good," 
She  answered,  "and,  although  my  reason  iaH 
To  explicate  the  inyatety  that  wraps 
Hia  providence,  it  does  not  sliake  my  faith. 
Bat  thia  sad  uase  of  youiA  has  seemed  so  plain. 
That  Beasou  well  may  spare  the  staff  of  F^th 
To  climb  to  its  oonclusdons,     Yoii  are  loved. 
My  hoabiind  :  can  you  t^-ll  ynur  wife  tor  what  ?' 


"  Oh  I  modesty  T  my  denr  ;  !iem  1  modeafy  1 
Spore  me  these  bliishes  !  I  have  not  at  band 
The  printed  catalogue  of  qualities 


Whidi  give  jon  inepimtioD,  nod  deoline 
The  persona!  rehearBsl," 


"Yanmintaka,'' 
BUe  aiian-t  red,  smiling.     ' '  Nat  for  modealy ; 
Aud  as  for  blnsliea,  Qiej're  not  patent  jet. 
But  fnmMy,  aoberlj,  I  aak  yon  tbia  ; 
Hare  you  a  quality  of  hefirt  or  brain 
Which  mnkes  yon  lornblc,  and  in  my  eyea 
A  man  to  be  admired,  that  was  nut  bom 
Qui(!k  in  your  blood  ?    Pray,  hare  yon  anything 
"Wliicli  you  did  not  inherit  7    Who  to  me 
Fumiahed  my  huaband  ?    By  what  happy  law 
Was  aU  tjiat  was  the  finest,  noblest,  beat 
In  those  ■who  gave  you  life,  bealowod  on  you  ? 
lou  hove  your  father's  form,  youi  father's  br&in ; 
You  have  your  mother's  eyes,  your  mother'a  heart 
Those  twain  produced  a  mas  for  me  to  love. 
Out  of  themselves.    I  am  obliged  to  them 
For  the  most  precious  good  the  round  eniih  holds, 
Transmitted  by  a  law  ttiat  slew  tiiem  both. 
It  wa£  not  sin,  or  shame,  tor  them  to  die 
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Snai  as  they  died.     They  passod  with  whiter  iiandB 
Dp  la  The  Thi«ue  thim  he  nho  wautooly 
AtuidetB  B  Bpnrrow.     When  your  moUiei'  prayed. 
She  prayed  for  the  BUBpensiou  of  the  law 
By  which  from  Eve,  the  mother  of  the  race, 
She  bod  received  the  grace  and  loveliness 
Which  mode  her  preciouH  to  yoiu'  heart — the  law 
By  which  alone  she  could  convey  Iheae  gifto 
To  others  of  her  blood.    Your  daughter's  face 
Is  beantifitl,  her  soul  ia  pure  aud  sweot, 
By  lorgesH  of  this  law,     Coidd  God  HUbvcirt, 
To  tueet  her  wiah,  though  shaped  in  agony, 
The  law  which,  since  the  life  of  man  hcgitn 
In  life  of  God,  has  kept  the  chaimel  cleai' 
For  Hia  on-n  blood,  that  it  wight  bless  the  last 
Of  all  the  gciitratious  iw  Uie  lirat  ? 
What  could  He  moi-o  tlian  giro  hor  Uberty — 
When  ruftson  lay  in  tortiue  or  in  wreck, 
And  life  was  death — to  port  uith  nUiiule^  hand 
The  tie  thut  held  hei'  fi'um  his  loving  breast }" 


If  Qud  him&elf  had  dropped  her  words  from  heav^ 
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They  bad  out  re.iclied  with  axuec  plninmet-pluDge 
Tlie  depths  of  my  cuuvictiou.    I  was  dumb  ; 
I  opened  not  m;  montli ;  but  left  her  aide. 
And  sought  the  crowded  strict.     I  I«It  that  tH 
DeluBious,  subterfuges,  eulf -deceits, 
Bj  which  AXty  soul  had  shut  itself  from  Qod, 
Were  stripped  Away,  and  that  no  hairier 
Was  interposed  between  us  wliioh  was  uot 
My  own  hand's  builihng.     Never,  uevenuore, 
Could  I  hold  Qod  iu  blame,  or  dvem  myself 
A  gfuiltlesa,  injured  creature.     I  uoiUd  see 
That  I  WHS  hard,  ImpliiciLble,  iiujiisl ; 
And  that  by  foroe  of  wilTnl  choieci  I  held 
Mysulf  from  Qod  ;  for  oo  impulsion  came 
To  seek  Hia  face  and  fnvor,     Nay,  I  feai'ed 


And  fouglit  SI 
Of  ull  my  plai 


h  incidence,  i 


iitmy 


So  it  beciinie  thcacofortli 
A  problem  with  uie  how  to  separate 
My  new  conviction  from  my  life— to  hold 
A  Kvolutioniziag  truth  ivttbin. 
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And  hold  it  yet  tio  loosely,  it  aliould  be 
Like  a  dumb  otico  in  a  mural  tonii — 
No  guest,  but  ail  intruder,  who  might  bide, 
By  law  or  grace,  but  win  no  domicile, 
And  hold  uu  power.  • 

When  I  returned,  thai  night, 
Uy  course  wtui  choecu,  with  auob  sense  of  guilt 
I  bluiibed  before  the  caltn,  iotjuiring  eyes 
That  met  me  at  my  tlu-esbolA  ;  but  the  theme 
Was  dropped  juat  there.     My  gentle  mentor  read 
The  secret  of  the  Etruggle  and  the  siu, 
And  left  me  to  myself. 

At  the  Hit  time, 
t  entered  on  my  task.     The  discipline 
Of  early  years  told  feebly  on  my  work. 
For  dissipation  and  disuse  of  power 
Had  brought  me  buck  to  infancy  aguiu. 
My  will  was  weak,  my  patience  was  at  fault. 
And  in  my  fretful  helplessneas,  I  sUirmed 
And  sighed  by  tiiras  ;  jet  still  I  held  in  force 
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For  iu  her  glowing  ejes  and  kindling  face, 
T  oaiiglil  tbe  full  nssiimnce  th»t  my  lienrt 
Had  yeameil  for  ;  but  she  apoke  har  henrl;  p 
And  wlteo  I  asked  her  for  hor  cntioiam. 
Bestowed  it  with  audi  modest  dRtereuce 
To  my  opinion,  o&  to  spiu'e  m]i  pride  ; 
Yet.  mth  suah  subtle  seuse  of  harmony, 
And  insight  of  propoi-tiou,  that  1  saw 
That  I  should  find  no  oritio  in  the  vorld 
More  oompeteiit  or  more  severe.    I  said, 
Gnlping  my  pride  :  "Bettor  Ihia  onleol 
In  friendly  haiids,  before  the  time  of  ^pes, 
Than  afterward,  in  hands  of  enemies, " 


^ 


So,  from  that  reading,  it  ivoa  ludetstood 
Betneen  us  that,  whenerer  I  essayed 
Eevising  and  retouching,  I  flhonld  know 
Iler  intimate  impressions,  cuid  receive 
Her  frank  nuggestions.  In  tMs  oversigbt 
And  constant  interest  of  one  whose  mind 
WoB  excellent  and  pnre,  and  raised  obnre 
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All  motive  to  beguile  me,  I  secured 
New  inspiration. 

Weeks  imd  months  pussecl  by 
Witb  gradient  Iiopefnlness,  find  atrenglh  reoewed 
At  each  reneivul  of  the  confidence 
I  Lad  repuEied  in  her  ;  till  I  perceired 
That  I  was  liYiug  on  her  praise— that  she 
Held  Ood's  place  in  me  and  the  mnititude's. 
And  now,  ns  I  look  back  ui)on  these  days 
Of  ililEcnlt  andonvor,  I  confess 
That  litui  sLe  not  been  ■with  me,  I  hnd  failed — 
Aj,  foimdered  in  mid-sea— «y  hope,  my  life. 
The  spoil  of  deep  oblivion.   ' 

At  last 
The  work  wo»  done^tOTKbored  volume  closed. 
"I  cannot  make  it  better,"  I  exclaimed. 
"  1  cnn  wi-ile  betlt?r.  but,  Lcfcire  I  write, 
J  must  have  i-ti'oguitiou  in  the  ^-oice 
Of  public  praise.    A  gt)od  paymftster  paja 
When  woik  is  finished.     Let  him  pay  for  tliis. 


I 
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And  I  will  work  agiUn ;  but,  tin  he  pay, 

Hy  leisure  is  my  own,  anil  I  will  wut" 

"  And  if  hp  grudge  jour  wage  ?"  aiiggcshid  alie 
To  whom  I  spoke. 

"I  slmll  be  finished  too." 

Game  then  the  proofs  and  latest  jioUshiog 
OI  words  and  phroHaa — work  I  sliored  with  he* 
To  whom  I  owed  so  much  ;  uid  then  the  tear. 
The  deathly  heart-full,  iind  the  haunting  dread 
That  go  before  eipoaiiro  to  the  world 
Of  inmost  hfe,  and  utmost  reach  of  puwer 
Toward  revelation  ; — thon  the  shrinking  spoil 
When  morbid  love  of  self  awaits  in  pain 
The  verdict  it  has  coui'ted. 

But  at  last 
The  book  was  out.     My  dniighter'a  hcmd  in  mina — 
Her  careless  feet,  that  ttirilled  with  springing  Ufa, 
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Skipping  the  paremetit — I  walked  down  Brondwny 
To  ease  the  restleaanoaa  and  cool  the  heat 
That  vexed  mj  idle  wattmg.     Aa  we  passed 
A  ahowy  window,  filled  witli  cobUj  books, 
Mj  litUe  girl  exclaimed  ;  "Oil  father!    Seel 
There  ia  your  d  une  !" 

Straight  all  the  bravpry 
Within  my  veiiia,  at  ow!  wild  heart-thump,  dropped. 
And  I  wBA  limp  na  water ;  but  I  pansod, 
And  read  Uie  poater.    It  announced  my  book 
In  characteis  of  flame,  with  adjectives 
Uy  daring  publiaber  Lad  fllchod,  I  think. 
From  an  old  cirouB-brondside. 

"Weill"  thought  I— 
Biting  my  lip — "  I'm  in  the  market  now ! 
How  much — O  I  rattling,  roaring  multitude  I 
0  I  aelfish,  cheating,  lying  multitude  1 
O  !  hawking,  trading,  delving  multitude  ! — 
How  mnch  for  one  man 'a  hope,  for  one  man's  life  'i 
What  for  Ilia  toil  and  pain  ?— Ida  heart's  red  blood  ? 


r  L-^^H 

r 
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1 

■Wbat  for  his  brninB  aad  breeding  ?    OU  bow  mneli 

I 

I 

For  one  who  craves  your  in-nises  with  your  pencn,              1 

I 

1 

And  dies  with  yoTir  deninl  f" 

1 

I  went  in. 

1 

And  bought  my  b»w)k — not  doiibtdng  I  wos  firat 

J 

1 

To  give  response  to  my  apostrophe. 

■ 

I 

The  Bmug  old  clerk,  who  found  his  length  of  ear 

1 

I 

Miulo  nature's  wrath  proclaim  Ihe  praise  of  tntde. 

I 

Wrapped    my    doar   baiitlmj;   well ;    awH.    oa    he 

I 

dropped 

1 

My  dollai'  in  his  tiU,  sinded  languidly 

M 

I 

Upon  iny  little  girl,  and  said  to  me— 

■ 

1 

To  cheer  me  in  my  purchase— that  the  book 

■ 

I 

Was  thought  to  be  a  deuced  clover  thing. 

1 

He  never  read  such  books  :  he  hod  no  tima 

I 

Indeed,  he  liad  no  interest  in  tliem.                            ^^H 

■ 

I 

8tUI.  other  people  had.  cuid  it  was  well,                   ^^| 

■ 

1 

For  it  helped  trade  along.                                         ^^| 

1 

I 

It  was  for  him—         ^^B 

1 

L 

1 
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A  TtUgnr  fniction  o[  the  integra] 
We  Rp«ak  of  na  "the  people,"  and  "  Uie  world  " 
1  Iiiul  been  writing  !     Had  lie  read  my  book, 
And  given  it  bis  praUc,  I  sli-udd  liure  been 
Delighted,  thuugb  I  knew  tbiit  his  appUuso 
Was  trorthlf!ss  aa  his  brooch.     I  was  a  fool 
Undoubtedly  ;  yet  I  conld  underBtond, 
Better  thun  e'er  before,  Low  sepaiute 
The  artist  is  from  hui;)i  a  soul  bs  his — 
What  need  of  teacln^is  and  iuttrprelere 
To  crumble  iii  his  penbu-  poninger 
The  rounded  loaf,  whose  crust  n 
To  hie  weak  fingeifi. 


The  next  morning's 
Was  piircbasecl  early,  though  I  read  in  vain 
To  find  my  reputation.     But  at  night, 
Uy  door-bell  ivug  ;  and  I  received  a  note 
From  one  who  edited  an  evening  print, 
(I  had  dined  witli  him  at  my  publisher's,) 
IncloHing  a  review,  and  venturing 
The  hope  that  I  should  like  it. 


IH 
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Cunning-  nun  I 

He  knew  the  tricka  o(  trade,  and  wag  odroii 
My  poem  was  "a  revelation."     I  hod  "Inirat 
Jjike  tUander  tniin  it  calm  and  cloiidleaa  sky." 
Well,  not  ta  quote  liia  langiinge,  this  the  drift? 
A  man  of  fortiuie,  living  at  his  enae. 
But  fond  of  miinly  eSbrt,  had  sat  dowu. 
And  turned  liia  culture  to  supii'.me  ac«ounti 
And  he — the  editor— took  on  liimseU 
To  thank  him  on  the  world's  behalf.     Withal, 
The  poet  had  betrayed  the  continence 
Of  genius.     He  hod  held,  undoubtedly, 
The  consciousness  of  power  from  enrly  youth  ; 
Uut,  yielding  never  to  the  itch  for  jirint, 
Had  nursed  and  chuatened  imd  developed  it, 
Until  bia  hand  w.is  strong,  Hud  swept  his  lyre 
With  magio  of  a  master. 


I 


Followed  here 
n  the  ratlio  and  pimy  brood 
Of  poet-BucklingB,  who  bod  rushed  to  ^pe 
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Before  their  time — pnio  sl^ios  t.hnt   spun    tlieir 

In  the  firat  sunahine,  but,  nhen  Autumn  cnme. 

Were  fniitlesa.     It  was  pleasant,  too,  to  see, 

lu  such  au  age  of  sentimental  cant, 

One  man  who  dnred  to  hold  up  to  the  world 

A creatnre  of  his  brain,  ontl  Haj  :  "Look  joul 

This  ia  my  thonght ;  and  it  shall  stand  alone. 

It  has  no  moral,  bears  no  ministry 

Of  pioiis  teaching,  and  makes  no  appeal 

To  sufferance  or  suflrnge  of  the  miiSfs 

Who,  in  the  pulpit  or  the  press,  prepare 

The  natioQ'a  pap.     The  flery-footed  barb 

That  pounds  the  pampas,  and  the  Kly-beUa 

That  hang  above  the  brooks,  present  the  world 

With  no  apology  for  being  there. 

And  no  attempt  to  justify  tbemsetvca 

In  nseleasnesB.    It  is  enough  for  God 

ThAt  they  are  beautiful,  and  hold  His  thought 

In  fine  em1io<lim('ut ;  tuid  it  shall  be 

Enough  for  me  tliat,  in  tliis  book  of  mine, 

I  have  created  somenhat  tliat  is  strong 
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And  beautiful,  which,  if  it  profit,— wall : 
If  Dot,  'tis  no  lose  strong  and  hcaatifal, 
And  holda  its  being  liy  no  feeliler  rigliL" 

Ay,  it  was  glorious  to  fiad  one  maa 
Who  piled  ao  pocks  upon  his  Pegasus. 
Not  chained  him  to  a  rag-cart,  loaded  diiwn 
With  moral  frippery,  aud  strings  of  bells 
To  call  the  people  to  their  windows. 


Then 

There  followed  extmcte,  with  a  clinnge  of  type 

To  mark  the  places  where  the  editor 

Had  caught  a  fancy  hiding,  which  he  feared 

Might  sUp  detection  onder  slower  eyes 

Than  those  he  earned  ;  or  to  emphasize 

F^citics  of  diction  that  were  stiff 

In  Boiaan  vorticals,  but  grew  divine 

At  tilt!  IliiUi!  angle  ;  then  ajiology, 

Profonndly  humble,  to  his  jmti-ous  nil 

For  quoting  at  such  length,  aud  one  to  me 

For  quoting  anything,  and  deep  regrets. 


I 
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Tu  quite  a  gpneral  way,  that  lock  ol  apaoo 
Forbade  (.be  leprudnction  of  the  1)ook 
From  title-page  to  tail-pictcc,  'wiodiog  up 
With  oounsel  to  nil  lovers  of  pure  art, 
Patrona  of  geiiiua,  all  Aineriians, 
AH  friends  of  cia- Atlantic  lit<^rature, 
To  bay  tlie  book,  and  read  it  for  themselves. 

I  drank  the  whole,  at  one  lutig,  Iiihciouh  draught, 
g  the  tankard  iiigh,  tbnt  I  might  see 
W  features  at  the  bottom,  and  regale 
V  pride,  after  mj  palittc.     Then  I  tossed 

The  paper  to  my  wife,  and  hade  her  read. 

I  watched  her  while  she  rood,  but  failed  to  find 

The  sympathy  of  pleasure  in  her  fin'e 

I  had  expected.     Fiuishin^  nt  !ii»t. 

She  raised  her  eyes,  antl,  fixing  them  nn  me. 

Said  thonghltully  :  "Ton  like  this,  I  nuBpect" 

"  Well,  gnuited  1 "  1  respondod,  '■  since  il  tieems." 
To  be  the  first  inatalment  of  the  wage 
Whlrh  you  euggesWd  might  roniB  grudgingly. 
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Aj,  it  IB  sweet  to  me.     I  know  it  fAJla 
In  nioe  diB(;riminntin&, — that  it  slura 
Defects  wliich  1  perceiTe  as  well  as  you ; 
But  it  is  kind,  and  places  in  best  lif^ht 
Suoli  eicollences  as  we  both  nui.y  find — 
Maj  claim,  indeed." 


"  And  jet,  it  is  n  lie. 
Or  what  the  editor  would  coll  'a  puff,' 
From  first  to  last     Tlie  'continence,'  my  dear, 
'Of  genius!'    What  of  that?    And  what  aboul 
The  'manly  effort,'  [or  whose  exerdse 
He  thanked  yon  on  the  world's  behalf  ?    And  an 
Your  nulling,  choHtening  and  developing 
Of  power  !— Pi'ay  wliat  of  these  ?" 


"Oh!  wife!"  laud; 
■'  Don't  spoil  it  all !    Be  pitiful,  my  lovi- 1 
I  am  a  baby — granted  :  so  I  need 
The  touch  of  tender  hands,  nud  nometbiug  sweot 
To  keep  mo  happy." 
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"Babies  take  s.  bath, 
Sometimes,  fcam  whicli  the  hand  of  warmest  love 
Filches  the  cfaill,  and  yon  mnst  hnTe  one  doBh," 
She  answered  me,  ' '  to  dose  jour  oomplemsnt. 
The  weakest  spot  in  nil  janv  book,  bn  found 
With  a  quick  instinct ;  and  on  that  he  spent 
His  sbATpest  force  and  finest  rhetoric, 
Shoring  and  bracing  it  on  every  sidu 
With  bold  sflsnmptionH  and  affinnativea, 
To  blind  the  eyes  of  novices,  and  score 
With  fierce  forcstalment  nil  the  critic-qtiillB 
Now  bristling  for  their  chance.     He  saw  at  once 
Your  poem  had  no  mission,  save,  perhaps, 
The  tickle  of  the  taste,  and  that  it  bore 
Upon  its  glowing  gold  small  food  (or  life. 
He  saw  just  there  the  point  to  be  attacked  ', 
And  there  threw  up  his  earth-worfca,  and  spread 

Hin  thorny  abatis.        Ay,  he  was   kind 
Undonbtedly,  imd  very  cimuing,  too  ; 
For  well  be  knew  thut  there  ore  earnest  souls 
Zn  the  nroud  world,  who  claim  that  higbSBt  art 
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Is  highest.minuTtiy  to  liunum  need ; 
And  that  the  artist  haa  no  ChriBtian  Tigbl 
To  prostitute  his  art  to  Bclitab  endn, 
Or  iDokc-  it  vehicle  alone  of  pliinu 
For  the  world's  pudding. " 


"  These  will  spenk  in  time," 
ReHponded  I ;  "but  they  Iinve  not  Uia  ear 
Of  the  brond  world.  I  think.     The  Christian  r 
Of  which  you  speak  is  hardly  recognizad 
Aniong  the  mnltdtude,  or  by  the  guild 
In  which  I  claim  a  place.     The  sectaries 
Who  furnish  fohas,  qnartos,  mngfuaneB, 
To  the  religions  few,  are  limited 
In  influence  ;  and  these,  my  wife,  lire  all 
I  have  to  fear ; — nay,  coiild  I  but  arouBe 
Their  hitler  enmity.  I  might  receive 
Such  supei'fluTC  of  praise  nnd  patronage 
As  wonld  o'erwhelm  my  sweetly  GhrlBtiaD  irils 
With  shamo  and  mi'reiy.     But  we  sball  see ; 
And,  io  the  meantime,  let  us  be  content 
That^  if  one  man  shall  praise  me  ovBrmuclt. 


i 


Ten,  at  the  least,  will  fail  to  reuder  me 
Befitting  jnstice." 

As  the  days  went  no, 
Eeviews  and  notices  came  pouring  in. 
I  vtae  notorious,  at  least ;  and  fame, 
I  whispered  comfortably  to  myself, 
Is  only  notoriety  turned  gray, 
With  less  of  fire,  if  more  of  stoadjuoss. 
The  adverse  verdicts  were  not  numerooa  ; 
And  these  were  rendered,  as  I  fancied  then. 
By  sanctimonious  fools  who  deemed  profoDe 
All  verse  outside  their  tbumlt-wom  hymnodiea 
My  book  received  the  rattling  fusilade 
Of  all  the  dailies :  then  the  aitJUeiy 
Of  tliE  liehdomadftJfl,  wIiuim.'  iioisy  sbeils, 
Thoueh  liiji'tl  by  fuse  ti>  burst  on  Saturdaj 
Ejtploded  at  the  middle  of  the  week  ; 
And  lust,  a  hundred -poundei-  qiiurterly 
Quve  it  a.  single  missive  from  its  mask 
Of  (m  and  dark  impersonality. 
The  smoke  cleared  up,  and  still  my  oolots  IIb» 


And  atil]  my  book  atood  proudly  iu  the  Bun, 
Nor  breached  uor  battered. 

I  liod  won  a  place  ; 
That  I  was  sure  of.     All  hod  tiaiA  of  me 
Tha,tIwaB  "brilliant :"  was  uot  that  enough  f 
The  petty  pesterers,  witli  cord  and  stamp, 
Who  hunt  Cor  nntograpbB,  were  after  ine. 
In  packages  by  poat  ;  mid  idle  men 
Held  me  at  comers  by  the  button-hole, 
And  introduced  me  to  their  friends.    I  dined 
With  meek-eyed  men,  whoae  literory  wivBB 
Were  dying'  all  to  know  me,  as  they  said ; 
And  the  lyceums,  quick  at  scent  and  sight — 
Watching  the  jungles  tor  a  hon — all 
Courted  the  delectation  of  my  roar 
Upon  their  platforms,  pledging  to  my  hand 
(With  city  referenfe  to  Btaucheat  names,) 
Such  honoraria  as  would  have  been 
The  lioii'a  nhore  of  profits.     These  wore  stzaws ; 
But  they  hod  auror  fiugera  for  the  wind 
Than  withes  or  weatlieroocks. 
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The  book  sold  well. 
My  publieber  {who  published  at  my  risk,) 
And  first  put  DO  the  airs  oF  oue  who  stooped 
To  grant  a  favor,  brimmed  and  overflowed 
With  courtesy  ;  and  ere  a  year  was  gone. 
Became  importunate  tor  somethiag  more. 
This  wos  hia  plen :  1  owed  it  to  myself 
To  write  again.     The  time  to  make  one's  hay 
Is  when  the  sun  shines  :  time  to  write  one's  books 
ts  when  the  public  humor  turns  to  them. 
The  pubhu  nould  forget  me  in  a  year, 

Another  writer  might  usurp  my  throne, 
And  I  be  hooted  from  my  owit  domain 
As  a  preteador.     Then  the  market's  maw 
Was  greedy  for  my  poems.     Just  how  long 

For  appetite  is  subject  of  caprice, 
And  never  Inato  too  long. 

The  man  was  wise. 
I  plainly  saw,  and  gave  me  the  results 

1 
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Of  obeoi'vatioa  and  expeiiunce. 

I  took  liis  hint,  ficcpptiog  ivitli  a  pang 

I'lie    truths    that   came    with    it;    tor   instonee, 

Tlmt  he  wlio  speoIiB  for  pnuse  of  those  who  live. 

Must  kocp  hiiascif  before  his  audieuoe, 

Nur  look  fur  "bravofi,"  cheers,  and  crieeof  "heorl'' 

And  clap  of  hauda  and  stamp  al  Iiiet,  except 

With  Iieah  occasion  ;  that  applauiie  of  crowdo, 

Though  fierce,  riins  never  to  tlie  chtonic  atAge ; 

That  good  paymustera,  having  paid  fol'  WOl'k 

The  doer's  price,  expect  receipt  in  foil 

At  even  date ;  and  t]mt  if  I  would  keep 

Uy  place,  lui  gi-und  purveyor  to  the  greed 

For  novelties  of  literary  ai't^ 

My  vionda  mujit  be  sapid,  and  abound 

With  eiiaiige,  to  wake  or  whet  the  appetite 

I  sought  to  teed. 

I  suy  I  took  his  Uiut, 
Bestowed  in  Belfishnesa.  without  a  doubt. 
Though  iu  my  interest.     For  ten  long  years 
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It  WDB  the  basin  of  m;  policy. 

I  pouiad  mj  pijems  wilh  riMlimduucy 

UlHia  tliu  world,  and  m'oa  redundant  laiwd.  ' 

If  I  gave  much,  the  irorld  was  geuerouH, 

Pujiug  me  more  than  iostico  ;  but,  at  last, 

Tired  and  difigustod,  I  laid  down  m;  pen. 

I  knew  m;  work  would  not  outlast  my  hie, 

Thftt  the  eachantmenbi  whii^h  had  wn^nllieil  them- 

selvea 
Around  jay  name  were  witliiii'ing'  away, 
With  eTf-ry  breath  of  ti-agnmce  they  exhalud  ; 
And  that,  too  soon,  Uie  actiTe  brain  and  liiuid 
Whose  skill  bad  conjured  Ibem,  would  fnint  and 

fail 
Under  the  \ni>sa  of  wuariiiesB  uud  yeuis. 
Hy  reputiitioii  piqued  mu.     None  believed 
That  it  wiui  in  me  to  write  otbemiHe 
Than  I  hud  written.     AJi  tiie  world  Lad  laughed. 
Or  ehaken  its  wiae  head,  hod  I  essayed 
A  work  beyond  the  round  of  brilUsnduB 
In  which  my  pen  had  revelled,  uid  for  which 
K  gave  such  princely  guerdon.     If  I  looked, 


308  EATHRINA. 

Or  came  to  \odk,  with  ueaaurelees  contempt' 

Od  those  n-bo  gave  with  such  miuuflcenoa 

The  boon  I  sought,  I  hod  provoking  cause 

I  fooled  them  all  with  pateut  worthleffiaeaa, 

And  thej  iosiaUid  I  shoiild  fool  them  stilL 

The  wifidum  of  a  whole  deeode  had  fuited 

To  teacli  them  that  the  thing  my  hoiid  hod  done 

Was  ucit  worth  doing. 


More  OLid  worse  Hum  this, 
I  found  my  character  and  selt-reapect 
Ei'oded  by  the  canker  of  conceit. 
Poisoned  by  jealon^,  and  made  the  prey 
Of  meanest  passions.     Harleqiiiuu  in  mask, 
Who  hve  upou  the  laughter  of  the  throng 
That  crowds  their  reeking  um]ihitheatres  ; 
Light-footed  douciug-girls,  who  seQ  their  gnoe 
To  gaping  lecherB  of  the  pit,  to  win 
That  which  ehall  teed  their  shamtsless  vanity ; 
The  mimics  of  the  buskin— baser  etiU, 
The  mimies  of  the  uegit) — miustrel-bauds. 
With  cupitol  of  corks  ajid  castivuets 
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And  Uireadbore  jests— All  I  wlio  tmd  what  was  I 
But  brother  of  all  thusc — in  higher  wallc, 
Bat  brother  in  the  motive  of  1117  life, 
lu  j«flJoiiS7,  in  recompenae  far  toil. 
And,  lost,  in  destiny  ? 

M;  wife:  had  cauglit 
Strajr  silver  in  her  hair  in  these  long  jeora ; 
And  tho  ffweet  maideu  springing  from  niii'  lives 
Had  grown  to  womanhood.     In  my  purauite, 
Which  dnuik  my  time  and  my  vitality, 
I  had  neglected  them.     I  worked  at  home, 
But  hved  in  other  scenes,  for  other  livea. 
Or,  rather,  for  mj  own ;  and  though  my  pride 
Shrank  from  tho  deed,  I  had  the  tardy  grace 
To  coll  them  to  me,  and  confeeti  my  shame, 
And  beg  for  their  forgiveness. 

Oiice  sgjiin — 
AU  cxplaoatious  passed — 1  sat  buside 
My  faithful  wife,  and  CBurnasod  as  of  old 
New  plans  of  life.      I  found  her  still  the  aamo 
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In  purpose  and  la  mognaniinitj ; 

For  she  dealt  no  upbi-oidings  and  no  blame ; 

Coat  in  mj  teeth  no  old-tuno  prophedes 

Of  failure  ;  felt  no  triiuaph  which  rejoioed 

To  mock  mo  with  the  words,  "  I  told  you  ea" 

Oahnly  she  aat,  and  tried,  with  gentlest  Bpeedi, 

To  heal  the  brnines  of  toj  fuJI ;  to  wake 

A  better  feeling  in  me  toward  the  world. 

And  soothe  my  morbid  self-contempL 


The  world. 
She  Buid,  ifl  apt  to  take  a  pnbhc  man 
At  his  own  estimnte,  and  yield  him  place 
According  to  his  choice.     I  had  essayed 
To  pltaise  the  world,  aud  gather  in  its  pmise  ; 
And,  certainly,  the  n'orld  was  pk'Med  with  me. 
And  hod  not  stinted  me  in  its  return 
Of  plauditory  payment.     Aa  the  world 
Hod  token  me  according  to  my  rate. 
And  tilled  my  wish,  it  liad  a  YaUd  claim 
On  my  good  natnte. 


» 


I 


KATnnmA.  an 

Tiien.  beyoad  all  this, 
The  world  was  not  a  fool.     Those  books  of  mine, 
That  I  had  come  to  lixik  upon  as  trash, 
Were  not  oil  trash.     Mj  motive  had  been  poor, 
And  that  had  vitiated  them  for  me ; 
Sat  there  wna  much  in  them  that  yielded  strength 
To  straggling  souls,  and,  \o  the  nonnded,  balm. 
Indeed,  she  had  been  helped  by  them,  horwlf. 
They  were  oU  pure  ;  they  made  no  ton]  nppeal 
To  baseness  and  brutuhty ;  they  hod 
An  element  of  gentle  cliivalry, 
Sacb  as  mnst  have  a  place  is  any  man 
Shrinking  with  sensitiveuesa,  like  myself. 
From  a  fine  reputation,  Bcomiug  it 
For  motive  which  had  won  it. 

Words  like  tbe«e, 
From  hps  hto  hers,  were  needed  medicine. 
They  claiitted  my  weak  and  jaundiced  sight, 
And  heljted  to  justcr  vision  of  the  world, 
And  of  myseU.    But  there  was  no  return 
Of  the  old  greed ;  and  tame,  which  I  had  learned 
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To  be  on  entity  qait«  difTereiit 
I'rom  my  couceit  of  it  in  otker  daya, 
Was  something  much  too  tar  tuid  nebulous 
To  be  my  atar  of  life. 

"You  hiivo  some  plau  P" — 
Stat^Tueiit  aod  query  in  same  vrords,  wliioh  fell 
From  lips  tliat  sought  to  rehabilitate 
My  will  and  self-respect. 

-'I  have,"  I  said. 

"Else  you  were  dead,"  responded  she.     "ToU 
Men  mUHt  have  pLuia.     When  these  die  ont  of  it 
They  crumble  into  chuoa,  co-  relapse 
lato  inanity.     Will  you  reveal 
These  plana  of  yours  to  me  ?" 


'■Ay,  if  lean," 
I  answered  her ;  but  first  I  most  reveal 
The  base  on  which  I  build  them.    I  have  tried 
To  Und  the  occaaioa  of  my  discouteDt, 
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And  found  It,  aa  I  tliinkjust  hi-rc:  Inquest 

Of  popularity,  1  have  beeoma 

Uatrae  both  to  myself  imd  to  my  art 

I  have  not  dared  to  speak  the  royal  tniLh 

Por  fpBT  of  cenHUTB  :  I  have  beca  n  slava 

To  men's  opinions.     What  is  beet  in  me 

Hub  been  debnuchod  by  the  piiraiiit  of  pnuse, 

Ab  life's  best  prize.    Conviction,  sentiment. 

All  love  and  hate,  all  spnae  of  right  and  wrong. 

I  have  held  in  abeyance,  ur  compelled 

To  voi-k  in  menial  subservience 

To  my  grand  purpose.     If  my  seutiment 

Or  my  conviction  wero  but  popular. 

It  flowed  in  hearty  numbers  :  otherwise, 

It  slept  in  silence,  , 


"  Now  OS  to  my  nit ; 
I  find  that  it  has  suHeied  like  myself. 
And  BofTered  from  same  cause.     My  vetne  has  beaii 
Shaped  evermore  ta  meet  tlie  people's  thought. 
That  whici  was  highi?st,  grandest  in  my  art, 
I  have  not  reached,  and  liavc  not  tried  to  reach. 
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I  have  but  touched  the  snifaces  o(  thiuga 
That  me«t  the  commoa  viaioa  ;  tmd  tay  art 
Has  oiily  aimed  to  clothe  thejn  graceful) jr 
With  fanej'B  gnudy  fabrics,  or  portray 
Their  patent  beauties  and  deformitieH. 
Above  the  people  in  toy  giit  and  art, 
Both  gift  and  art  have  had  a  downirard  trend 
Aud  both  ore  prostitute. 


"  Discarding  proiaa 
As  motJTe  of  mj  labor,  I  confeas 
Mf  sins  against  my  art,  and  so,  benoefotth, 
Aa  to  my  goddess,  give  myself  to  her. 
The  cliivalry  which  you  are  pleased  to  note 
Tnjnp  and  works  of  mine,  turns  loy>«lly 
To  her  and  to  her  servica     Nevermore 
ShaJl  pen  of  mine  demean  itself  by  work 
That  serves  not  first,  and  with  sii)U'enie  intent, 
Tha  art  whose  alava  it  is." 


'■  I  nnderstaiid, 
I  think,  tJie  baeis  of  your  plan,"  she  said ; 


"  And  e'en  the  plan  iteelf.     You  now  proposo 
To  write  without  remotest  reference 
To  the  world's  wmhea,  prejudices,  ueeds, 
Or  e'en  the  world's  opiiiionH, — quite  content 
II  the  world  And  ueght  in  you  to  uppkud  ; 
Quite  OB  content  if  it  coudymu.    Witii  full 
Eipression  of  yourBulf,  in  Quest  tenns 
And  noblest  forms  of  art,  so  for  as  Ood 
Has  mode  you  masterful,  you  give  yourself 
Up  to  yooraelf  und  to  your  ni-t     Is  this 
Fur  elatement  of  your  purpose  ?" 

"  Not  unfuir," 
I  lUiawereiJ.     "Tell  me  whut  you  tliiiik  ot  it" 

■'  Suppose,"  she  wiid,  "  thnt  nil  the  artLst-soula 

Tlittt  God  bus  made  aineo  time  and  art  began 

Had  acted  ou  your  tlieoiy  ;  siippose 

In  architetjtiii'e,  pictnre,  poetry, 

Naught  liud  found  utterance  but  works  that  sprang 

To  satisfy  the  worker,  and  reveal 
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That  bundle  of  ideaR  which,  to  him, 

ts  instituted  aii  ;  but  which,  in  trntb, 

Ib  Itgmeiit  of  bia  fanitj,  or  Lis  thought,  -- 

His  ortiaUire,  made  his  OoJ — any  whtra  were  aJ 

The  templfs,  piilace.s  iind  hoaits  ol  men  ; 

The  galleries  that  bl.ize  vith  history. 

Or  bloom  with  lanilscFipo,  or  lof>k  down 

Witb  smile  of  changeless  love  or  loveliaosa 

Into  the  hearts  of  men  ?     And  where  were  all 

Tlia  poems  that  give  measure  to  their  pruse 

Voice  %o  their  ospirntions,  (orms  of  light 

To  homclj  facts  and  features  of  their  life, 

Elureloping  this  plain,  profit)  world 

In  an  ideal  tttmospbero,  iu  wluch 

Fair  angels  come  imd  go  ?    All  gifts  of  men 

Were  mude  for  tisi',  and  made  for  hi^est  uaa. 

If  highest  use  lie  service  of  one's  self, 

A  lid  highest  stondavd,  one's  embodiment 

Of  dogmas,  theories  and  thouglita  of  art. 

As  nrt's  identity,  then  are  you  rigbt ; 

But  if  a  higher  use  of  gift  and  art 

Be  service  of  muukind,  and  higher  mle 
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Qod's  regal  truth,  revealed  in  words 


And  Terifled  by  life,  then  a 


"Bnf  art?" — responded  I — "you  do  not  meau 

That  art  is  nothing  but  a  thing  of  thought, 

Or,  less  than  that,  of  fancy  ?     Nay,  I  claim 

Tliat  it  ifl  somewhat — a  grand  entity— 

An  orgoaisai  of  lofty  principles. 

Informed  with  aubtlctit  life,  and  clothed  upon 

With  usage  and  tradition  of  the  men 

Who,  working  in  Uiose  snuny  provinces 

Where  it  holds  eminent  domain,  have  brought 

To  build  ita  temple  and  adorn  its  walls 

The  usufruct  of  countless  lives.     So  far 

Ib  art  from  being  cieattu%  of  nuiu's  thought 

That  it  is  subject  of  his  knowledge— stands 

In  mighty  mystery,  ami  challenges 

The  study  of  the  world  ;  rules  noblest  minds 

Like  law  or  like  religion  ;  Is  a  power 

To  wliich  tlie  proudest  nrtist-apirits  bow 

With  himiblest  homage.    Is  astronomy 

The  creature  of  man's  thought  ?    Is  chemistry  ? 
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Yet  lhe«e  hold  not,  in  Uua  our  uoiTetse, 
A  form  more  definite,  nop  yck  a  p]H«e 
In  human  kuowloUge  moi-B  beyond  diapnto. 
Than  art  ilaeJf.     To  this  embodiment 
Of  theory — o[  dogmas,  U  yon  will — 
This  body  aggregate  o£  truth  revetJpd 
In  grawiug  light  of  ages  to  the  eyes 
Touched  to  perception,  I  devote  ray  lite." 

"Nay,  you 'W!  too  tikst,"  she  said  ;  "let  nlohemy 

And  old  astrology  present  your  thought 

These  were  somewhat ;  these  were  giand  entitiei  ; 

But  they  went  out  like  candles  in  thin  tur 

Wlien  knowledge  come,     The  sciences  arc  tilings 

Of  law,  ol  force,  relutions,  niciuureinents, 

Affinities  and  comhlnationa,  all 

The  de&iil«,  demonatrable  efleels 

Of  first  and  second  eausea.     Behvoen  these 

And  men's  opinions,  brooed  by  usages. 

The  apace  is  wide.    The  tiling  which  yon  wdl  art, 

Is  anything  but  deSaite  in  form, 

Or  fixed  in  law.     It  Las  oa  many  shapes 
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Aa  worshipers.     The  wurlil  has  taaay  bookii. 
Written  hy  tuLracst  men,  about  tliia  art ; 
Bnt  having  read  them,  ivo  ore  no  more  'wise 
trhnn  he  whose  observation  of  the  bud 
la  iakeh  by  kaleidoscope.     Tiio  vlove 
He  Bees  in  it,  the  more  ho  ia  couf  need. 
The  sun  works,  doubtless,  oiiiny  line  effects 
With  what  ho  bw-s,  but  he  sees  not  the  sun. " 

"But  ait  is  art,"  I  said,     "  Xou'd  eheat  my  ae: 
And  mijck  my  reason  too.     Ay,  art  ia  art, 
Thio^  mtist  have  bi'ing  that  have  history." 

Theu  she  :  "  Yes,  polittt-a  has  history, 
And  therefore  has  n  being, — has,  in  truth. 
Just  mich  a  being  aa  I  gi'ant  to  art — 
A  being  of  opinions.     Everj'  state 
Has  origin  and  ends  of  goveniment 
Peoalinrly  ite  own,  and  so.  from  these, 
CoBstmcts  its  theory  of  politica. 
And  holds  this  theory  against  the  world  ; 
And  holds  it  well.     There  is  no  flsedneas 
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Or  form  of  politLce  for  all  maakmd ; 

Aikd  tliei'c  i^  Qoue  ol  art     Each  urtdfit-BOQl 

Is  its  awn  law ;  oad  he  who  doree  tn  biing 

From  work  of  other  man,  to  iay  on  yoiin, 

Hia  square  aud  ^tnpfliSSi^s — declfiriiifl  him 

The  pattern  mini — oud  t«lls,  by  him,  jou  lack 

Jost  BO  much  here,  or  n-nuder  so  much  there. 

Thereby  coofeHseB  just  bow  much  he  Incka 

Uf  wisdom  and  pLi^D  aeiiao.    For  evevj  man 

Ebb  special  gift  of  power  and  end  of  lifn. 

No  mim  is  groat  who  Uvea  by  other  law 

Than  that  which  wrapped  hie  geniue  at  hie  birth. 

The  Lind  is  great  because  she  is  the  Lind. 

And  not  the  UaJabmn.    Becorded  art 

Is  yonrs  to  study — e'an  to  imitAle, 

In  education— iiviitato  or  shuii, 

As  the  case  wnmuits  ;  hut  it  lias  desti'oyed, 

Or  toDed  to  commonplace,  more  gifts  of  God 

Tliuii  it  huB  ever  fanned  to  life  or  fed. 

Who  noTcr  walks  save  where  he  sees  men's  traoJut, 

Makes  no  discoveries.     Show  me  the  miui 

Who,  leaving  God  and  nature  and  bimsGlf, 


I 
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Site  at  Uie  Eeet  of  maBl<irs,  stufia  bis  bntiu 
With  laaxims,  notioos,  uioiges  tuid  rules, 
And  yields  lits  fane;  up  to  leniling-HtTiiigH, 
And  I  sbsU  see  a  niau  who  never  did 
A  deed  wortli  doing.    So,  iti  tlie  name  of  art — 
Naj,  in  the  Dome  of  God—ilo  nu  such  thing 
As  sntulfh  ;oiii  kuees  hy  bowing  at  a  ehrine. 
Whose  doiil)tful  deity,  in  mid'^t  of  dust, 
Sits  in  the  ojmt-nff  robea  of  dtv.itees, 
And  hves  on  broken  victuals  I" 

"Drive,  my  dear  I 
Drive  OB,  and  over  me  I    Ymi're  on  the  old 
High-stepping  horse  tn-uight ;  bo  give  liirn  rein, 
For  exercise  la  good,"  I  uid,  in  mirth. 
"  You  dt  your  courser  finnly.     I  confess 
I'm  very  proud  of  you.  nnd  too  much  pleased 
With  your  accompli  slmiente  to  check  your  speed. 
Drive  on,  my  love  I  drive  on  1" 

"  I  thank  you,  air! 
No  one  so  gracious  as  your  gnidgiug  man 
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Under  compulBion  I    With  your  hiud  coDsent 

I'll  driTB  a  little  further,"  aLe  replied. — 

"  For  I  enjoy  it  quite  as  mncli  ua  joii— 

The  more  becaiiso  you've  given  me  littlu  cIiiuil'c 

In  these  List  j'eara.     .     .    .    Now,  sobi-rly,  tbiii 


Of  wliicU  we  tfUk  so  much,  without  the  power 

To  tell  exuctly  whiit  vre  undersioud 

By  Uie  hack  term — suppose  wu  take  the  wonl, 

And  try  to  find  its  meiming.    Yoa  recoU 

Old  John  who  djessed  Ihe  borders  in  our  cciort : 

You  called  him.  liired  him,  told  him  wluit  U>  do. 

He  and  his  nike  stood  interposed  between 

You  and  yoiu'  work.    You  chose  his  skilful  hands, 

EudowiiLg  them  with  pay,  or  pledge  of  pay, 

And  set  him  ttt  his  labor.    Now  suppose 

Old  John  had  hud  u  philoeophie  tiiru 

After  you  left  him,  and  had  thought  like  this : 

'  I  am  coiled  here  to  do  a  certain  work— 

My  i-ake  telia  what ;  and  he  who  called  me  here 

Has  given  me  tlie  motive  for  the  job. 

The  work  is  plain.     These  borders  are  to  be 
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Xievelled  nnd  oleaned  of  weeds  :  my  himd,  mj  rake 
Are  fitted  for  the  Berricc  ; — tlii"  my  art ; 
And  it  is  first  of  all  the  arts.     There's  none 
More  ancient,  iiBetnl,  worshipful,  indeed, 
Thnu  Dgrieultui'e.     Adam  prootiaed  it ; 
Poets  hare  sung  its  pniiseit ;  and  the  great 
Of  every  hge  Lave  loved  and  honored  it. 
This  art  is  greater  than  the  man  I  serve. 
And  greater  than  hb  borders.     Therefore  I 
Will  serve  my  on,  and  let  the  borders  lie, 
And  my  employer  ivhiatle.     Tnic  to  that, 
And  to  mybelf,  it  matterv  not  to  me 
Wliat  weeds  may  grow,  or  what  the  master  think 
Of  my  proceeding  I' 

"So,  intent  on  this. 
He  bangs  his  rake  upoQ  your  garden  wait, 
And  steals  your  clematJB,  with  which  to  wind 
The  handle  upward  ;  theao'erfills  bis  hands 
With  roses  and  gentniumH,  nud  weaves 
Their  lieauty  into  hrnrel,  for  a  crown 
For  his  ii]im  goil,  eompletiug  his  devoir 


By  battoring  tlie  teeth,  auil  kueeling  down 

In  abjeot  hnmoge.     Frtty,  nhat  would  yaa  any. 

At  cloae  of  dii;,  when  joa  sbould  go  to  Bee 

Toiir  nutouciied  borders,  and  jour  g&rdenec 

At  genuflexion,  with  your  taignouuette 

In  every  button-liole  ?     Remember,  uow. 

He  has  been  true  to  art  and  to  himseU, 

According  to  his  notion ;  nor  forget 

To  take  along  a  dollar  for  his  biie. 

Which  ho  expects,  of  course  I    What  woiiJd  you 

•'  Oh  don't  mind  that ;  you've  reached  your  '  fifth- 
ly ■  now, 
And  here  the  '  appUeation '  cornea,"  I  said. 


"  I  think,"  responded  she,  with  aji  arch  smile, 
"  The  apphcation's  neodlcaa  :  but  jou  men 
Are  so  obtuse,  when  will  ia  in  the  woy, 
That  I  will  do  your  bidJiug.     Every  gift 
That  Ood  bestows  on  meu  holds  in  itMU 
The  aeoret  of  its  office,  like  the  rake 


KA  TltRiy.i,  ?9T 

Tile  gardener  wielda.    The  rake  waa  made  to  till— 
Was  laaliioaed,  head  and  handle,  fur  just  that ; 
Aud  if,  bj  grace  of  Qod,  you  hold  a  gift 
So  toabioDed  and  a^pt«d,  that  it  stands 
In  like  relation  of  snpreiuGEt  use 
To  life  of  men,  the  office  of  your  gift 
Has  perfect  dcflnitioii.     Gift  like  this 
Is  JOUTB,  my  Unsbcmd.     In  your  facile  hand. 
God  placed  it  tor  the  service  ot  Himself, 
In  service  of  yoiir  Idnd.     Taking  this  gift, 
And  using  it  for  Ood  and  for  the  world. 
In  your  own  way,  and  in  your  own  best  way  ; 
Beekiug  tor  hght  aud  knowledge  everywhere 
To  gnide  yonr  ca^e^lt  lumd  ;  and  opening  wide 
To  spiritual  influx  all  your  soul. 
That  BO  yoiir  Master  niay  breathe  into  you, 
4nd  l)i-eftthe  His  great  life  tliroagh  yoii,  in  auch 

Of  pure  presentment  aa  He  givea  you  skill 
To  build  wiUiai— that's  ail  of  art^for  yon. 
Art  m  an  instrumeut,  and  not  an  end — 
&,  servanl,  not  a  maHter,  nor  a  God 
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1o  be  bowed  down  to.     Blinll  we  wotsUip  rakas  T 
Honor  of  art,  by  liim  whoso  work  is  art. 
la  a  fine  passion  :  but  he  bonors  most 
Whose  ose  and  end  are  best" 

•'Use!  TTsti!  UaeT 
I  cried  impotiejilJy  ;— "nothing  bnt  nra  ! 
Ab  it  God  uever  madi-  n  violet. 
Or  biing  a  harebell,  or  in  kindling  gold 
Gamiaheil  a  iiiin»et,  or  uproajvd  the  arch 
Of  a  bright  nunbow,  or  eudowed  a  worid- 
A  univei-sf.  indeed — Btara,  firmament, 
The  Toatitudes  of  forest  and  of  sea. 
Swift  brooks  and  sweeping  rivers,  virid  meada 
And  fluff  of  breeT^  hills — with  tints  that  range 
The  scale  of  spectral  Iwout^,  till  tbey  leave 
No  glint  or  glory  of  the  ohiingofid  light 
Witbont  a  revelation  I    Is  this  nse — 
1  heg  your  pardon,  love :  you  say  '  Uiis  art ' — 
ITie  Slim  and  end  of  art  ?    If  it  bo  so. 
Then  God's  no-artisi     Are  the  orjsfal  brooks 
Sweeter  for  singing  to  the  thirsty  hmtea 


That  dip  tlieir  bended  muzzles  in  the  {nitiii  ? 
Bnms  Oie  tree  better  that  ite  leavea  are  green  ? 
Sleeps  the  sun  soander  under  conopj 
Of  gold  or  Hwe  ?" 


"Yet  beantyhflsits  use," 

Beaponded  she.     "  Wliatever  elevates, 

Inspires,  refrwihus,  ony  hnmnn  aonl. 

Is  useful  U)  tlial  souL    Beaii^  liM  nse 

For  fun  aud  me.     Tlie  dunt;  violet 

Blooms  in  'our  UuragUt,  and  sheds  its  fraginnoe 
there: 

And  we  are  gainers  throngh  its  ministry. 

All  God's  great  values  wear  tlie  drapery 

S3tst  most  becomes  them.    Beauty  may,  in  tmth, 
k  incident  of  art  and  not  be  end— 
a  form,  condition,  features,  diess,  and  still 

rhe  humblest  value  of  the  things  of  art. 

This  truth  obl^ns  in  all  Ood's  artistry, 

Docs  God  make  beauty  tor  liimsotf,  alone  ? 

He  is,  and  holds,  all  lieaufy.     Has  He  need 

To  kindle  rushes  tbiit  He  uiay  behold 
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The  gloiy  of  His  thonghtH  ?  or  need  to  nse 
His  thougbts  as  plaams  for  tlie  mnarphooa  clay 
That  He  maj-  stadjr  models  ?    For  an  end 
Ontdde  hiinst If,  be  ever  speaks  Himself ; 
And  eud,  witli  Hiia^  is  iise.*' 

"Well,Ieou£eeB 
There's  truth  in  what  yoo  nttcr,"  I  replied ; — 
"  A  mMtioiun  of  truth,  at  least ;  end  still 
Thei'e's  ttometliing  more  whii^  this  our  subtle  UH 
Has  (ftilwl  to  give  us.     I  will  not  iiDirm 
That  art,  recorded  in  Its  thousimd  forms, 
And  clothed  nitb  usages,  traditions,  rules, — 
The  thing  of  liiatoi-y — the  mighty  pile 
Of  drift  that  sweep  of  ages  luis  brought  down 
To  heiip  the  puzzled  present— is  the  sum 
And  EutMtiince  of  all  art     1  will  not  claim — 
Nay,  mark  ma  now — I  wiU  not  eren  claim 
That  beauty  is  art's  end,  or  has  its  end 
Within  itself.     Our  tedious  colloquy 
Baa  cleared  away  the  rubbish  from  m.y  thought. 
And  given  rae  cleaner  vision.     I  con  sou 
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Before,  around  mc,  ttniilerneath,  above, 
The  fn'-Jit  unrealized  ;  iind  wliUa  I  bow 
To  the  tiaditioDB  iLiid  the  tiuDgs  of  art, 
And  hold  my  tbL-ories,  I  find  myself 
Inspired  supteniely  by  the  Fosaible 
Thut  calk  for  revektion — by  the  forms 
That  sleop  imprisoned  in  the  snow;  anaa 
Of  still  ouqaurried  truth,  or  fitrolch  their  htuide 
At  sound  of  sledge  and  drill  and  booming  fire. 
Imploring  for  release.    I  torn  from  men, 
And  stretch  my  huids  toward  these.     I  feel— I 

That  there  are  mighty  myriAds  waiting  there, 

Ajid  Ustemng  for  my  steps.     Suppose  my  age 

Should  foil  to  give  them  welcome  ;  ay,  anpposo 

They  may  not  help  a  man  to  coin  a  dime 

Or  cook  a  dioner  ;  they  wU  fore  as  well 

As  much  of  Qod's  trutli  fares,  though  clothed  in 

I>ivinely  chosen.    Do€s  God  ever  stint 
His  utterance  becftuse  no  creature  hears  ? 
la  it  a  grand  and  goodly  thing,  to  spend 
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UiiLve  life  and  preuioua  treastirea  in  a  MareA 

Fur  palpitating  water  at  the  pole. 

That  so  the  siun  of  knowledge  ninj  be  swelled. 

Though  pearls  are  uot  incrcaaed ;  Hud  sometluug 


To  probe  the  Possible  in  art,  or  sit 

Throngh  months  of  dreary  diLrk  to  catch  a  glimpee 

Of  the  live  truth  that  quiycre  with  the  jar 

Of  Qioreiuent  ut  its  axle  ?    Is  it  good 

To  gamer  gain  beyond  the  present  need, 

Won  by  excursive  eonunerce  in  all  aeas ; 

And  something  leas  to  pile  redundantly 

The  spoil  of  thotigiit!" 


I 


■'These  latest  words  ofyouiH," 
She  answered  miiBingly,  "  impress  me  muoh  ; 
And  yet,  I  think  I  see  where  they  will  lead. 
Or,  rathei',  fnil  to  lead.     Your  fantasy 
Is  beautiful  but  vague.     The  Possible 
ts  a  vast  ocean,  from  which  one  poor  soul, 
With  its  slight  ours,  can  float  bnt  flimsy  fteiglit ; 
Tet  I  would  help  your  courage,  for  I  sea 
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Where  your  aola  motiva  lies.     Go  ou,  and  prova 
Whetijer  jour  sohemo  or  mine  holds  inoce  of  guod; 
And  take  my  blesaiiig  with  you." 

Then  siie  rose, 
And  kissed  my  foreheud.     Lookiug  in  her  f.-u!e, 
By  the  sharp  hght  that  touched  her,  I  was  thrilied 
By  her  flushed  cheeks  nnd  strangely  histroos  eyes. 
She     spoke    not ;    but    I    heard    the    sigh     she 

hrenthed— 
The  long-drawn,  woary  sigh — as  she  retired ; 
And  tlien  the  Possible,  which  bad  inspired 
So  wondrously  my  hope,  drooped  low  around, 
And  filled  me  with  foreboding. 

.  Had  her  life 
Been  cliilled  by  my  neglect  ?    Waa  it  on  wane  ? 
Conld  she  be  lost  to  me  ?    Oh  I  then  I  telt, 
Aa  I  hnd  never  telt  before,  how  mean 
Beside  one  true  ELfTeetiDn  is  t\ic  bcRt 
Of  all  earth's  prizes,  and  how  httle  worth 
The  world  would  be  without  her  1ot»— herself  I 
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But  Bleep  refrealied  her,  and  next  mom  she  aat 

At  our  bright  booxd,  in  her  occostomed.  plaoe ; 

Aoi]  aiiulight  vaa  not  s«eut«r  thim  her  amila. 

Or  chei^fuller.     My  quick  leans  died  awaj' ; 

And  though  I  auw  tliiit  she  hod  lost  the  firo 

Of  her  young  life,  I  comiorted  mj-BtJf 

With  thinking  that  it  vraa  the  aaiae  %rith  me — 

The  mire  result  of  yeajs. 

ULy  time  I  gftve 
To  my  new  posabu,  rioting  at  large 
In  the  fresh  reahu  of  fancy  and  of  thought 
To  whiuh  the  passion  bore  mc,  and  from  which 
I  strove  to  gather  for  embodiment 
Materia]  of  nrt 

The  more  I  AkmobA^ 
The  broader  grew  my  dream.     The  further  un 
Uf  footstepa  poshed,  the  brighter  gre\r  the  Ugbt ; 
Till,  halt  in  tenw,  ItaU  in  reverence, 
I  learned  that  I  had  broached  the  Infiuite  I 
I  had  not  thought  my  Possible  oould  bear 


Sadt  uiune  at;  thiii,  ur  wear  srich  attribute  ; 
And  alii-n'ilt  befittiiig  dislmice  (rom  the  front 
0(  ftwfnl  secretB,  hid  in  awful  flame, 
That  scorched  and  eciu'eil  mt. 

So,  more  humble  groivn, 
Aud  less  udveutoraus,  I  choae  at  Uiit, 
My  themu  and  vehicle  of  song,  &ikd  wi'ote. 
My  lacnltioB,  grown  strong  and  keen  by  use, 
Bent  to  thcii  task  uitU  earnest  Eaithfuhiess, 
And  glowed  with  high  endeavor.     All  of  power 
T  had  within  me  flowed  into  my  hand  ; 
And  learoing,  language— all  my  life's  resource — 
la,}/  oloee  around  my  enteiprisi!,  and  poured 
Their  hoai'ded  wealth  of  imagery  ftud  words 
Puater  Hutu  I  could  Xism  it.     I'or  long  weekit, 
My  urdeut  labor  crowded  all  my  (layt>, 
Invaded  sleep,  and  haunted  c'eu  my  dreams  : 
And  then  the  work  waa  done. 

I  left  it  there. 
And  Bought  for  recreative  rest  in  iicen^ 
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That  onc«  had  charmed  me — in  eocie^ 

Where  I  was  welcome :  btil  the  comiuoD  talk 
0(  daily  news — of  politics  and  trade^ 
Was  sensdess  as  the  chattel  ot  the  \a.y» 
In  aatanm  forests.     No  refreshiug  balm 
Camo  to  me  iu  tbe  .sympathy  of  men. 
Tu  my  retirement,  I  bad  left  the  world 
To  go  ita  way  ;  and  tt  bud  goue  its  way. 
And  left  me  hopelessly. 

t  told  my  wile 
Of  my  disEatiafaction  and  du^fust, 
But  found  small  comfort  in  her  words.    She  said : 
"  The  world  is  wide,  and  woman's  vision  abort ; 
But  I  hai-e  never  seen  a  man  who  tamed 
His  efforts  from  his  kind,  and  failed  to  epoil 
An  men  for  him — himself,  iodeud,  for  them ; 
And  he  who  gives  nor  sympathy  nor  aid 
To  the  i)oor  race  from  which  he  seeks  snch  boon, 
Uust  be  rejoiced  if  it  be  generous ; 
Content,  if  it  be  just     Society 
Ib  a  grand  scheme  of  service  and  return. 


We  give  imd  take  ;  and  he  who  givee  the  mo«t, 
111  ways  directeat,  wins  llie  bast  reward," 

By  purpoae,  1  closed  ejea  upon  my  work 

For  msjiy  weeks,  ree'iBting  every  day 

The  impuke  to  review  the  glowing  dieom 

My  fftacy  had  eogendered  :  (or  I  wiahed 

To  go  with  faculty  and  taney  cooled 

To  its  perusal     I  hod  Htrong  deaire, 

So  far  as  in  me  lay,  to  see  the  work 

With  the  world's  eyes,  for  reasons— ah  !  I  shrink 

From  writing  them  I    All  men  are  sometimes  weak, 

And  some  are  inconaiatent  witli  their  wiUs. 

If  I  weru  one  ot  these,  think  not  I  failed 

To  juatify  my  weaknosB  to  myself, 

In  ways  that  Baved  my  pride, 

Tet  thii  was  time  : 
I  bad  an  honest  wish  to  learn  how  far 
Uy  work  ot  heat  had  power  to  re-in£pire 
The  Bool  thnt  wrought  it,  and  how  well  my  versa 
Had  clothed  and  kept  the  creature  of  my  thought ; 


For  memory  still  retaiued  the  loveliuew 
That  fillod  the  freeh  conceit. 

'When,  ill  good  time, 
B«et  and  diveieiou  hod  pei-formed  their  work. 
And  the  long  ferer  of  my  bnun  was  gone, 
I  broached  my  tenet,  ilrat  luakiug  fust  mj  door, 
'riint  so  no  eja  abould  mark  my  greedy  joy 
Or  my  grimacea, — doubtful  of  the  fate 
That  waited  expectation. 

To  try  in  theee  tome  worda  to  paint  the  pong. 
The  fointucss  and  the  chiU,  wliich  overwhelmed 
My  disappotntcj  heart     My  welded  thoughts 
Which,  in  their  whitest  Ikeut,  had  beiit  aiid  bound 
My  liLngiiiLge  ta  themselves,  importiug  giiLoe 
To  Gtiffest  words,  and  meanings  fresh  and  fine 
To  simplest  phrased,  interfusing  all 
With  theii'  own  ai'dency,  and  uliiuiug  through 
With  HUiDotUy  rounded  beau^,  lay  in  heaps 
Of  cold,  unmeaning  ugliness.     My  words 
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Had  etmm}t  to  old  proportions,  Mid  stood  oni 
In  bard,  stiff  anglea,  cluiUoupng  a  gueaa 
Of  wliat  tliey  covered. 

Heaningleas  to  me, 
Wbo  knew  the  meaning  that  hod  once  informed 
Its  faithless  numbers,  what  wny  coald  I  hope 
Tlint,  to  m;  own,  or  onj  future  nge, 
Mj  work  sboidd  speak  its  fuU  aigniflotuice  7 
My  latest  cldld,  begot  in  manly  joy, 
ConiMived  in  pnrity,  nnd  bora  in  toil. 
Lay  dead  before  mo, — dead,  and  iu  the  Bhtoud 
My  hopeful  hands  had  woven  and  bedecked 
To  be  its  chrisom. 

Then  the  first  I  learned 
■Where  language  finds  its  bound, — learned  that  l>e- 

yond 
The  range  of  hmnan  eommerce,  sare  by  force. 
It  riever  moves,  nor  lingers  in  the  realm 
It  tbna  invades,  a  moment,  if  the  voice 
Of  human  commerce  speak  not  the  demand  ;— 
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That  language  is  a  thing  of  nse ; — thav  thooght 

Wliicli  seeks  a  revelation,  first  most  eeek 
Adjustment  in  the  scale  of  human  need. 
Or  dad  DO  fitting  Tehiole, 

And  more ' 

that  the  great  Possible  which  ilea  oalside 

The  nmge  of  commerce  it)  identical 

With  the  stupendous  Infinite  of  God, 

Which  onl?  oomes  in  glimpses,  or  in  hints 

Of  VEigue  significance,  so  dim,  ho  vast, 

That  subtlest,  most  prehensile  huiguoge,  Hhrinks 

From  plucking  of  its  roboa,  the  while  they  aireep 

The  perfumed  air. 


I  closed  my  n 
And  locked  it  in  my  desk.     Then  et4!aliog  forth, 
I  sought  the  bustle  of  the  street,  to  drown 
In  the  great  roar  of  careless  toil,  the  pain 

That  brings  despair.     My  last  resource  wna  gone ; 
And  as  I  brooded  o'er  the  aivEul  blank 
Of  hopeloas  life  thnt  waited  for  my  steps. 
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A.  fear  vliioh  I  bad  feared  to  eiit«riajii 
Found  entnuice  to  1117  heart,  and  held  it  still. 

Almost  to  baTBting, 

Not  oJono  my  lifo 
Was  sliding  from  me ;  tor  my  better  lite. 
My  peiu.1  of  price,  the  jewel  in  my  crown, 
Bfy  wife  Kathrina,  growiiiB  lovelier 
With  every  poasiiig  day,  aroBc  each  mom 
From  wasting  dreams  to  paler  loveliness. 
And  sank  in  groning  n-earincss  each  night. 
And  hotter  hectic,  to  her  welcome  bed. 
Her  bed!    The  Erweet,  the  precious  nuptial  bed  I 
Bed  sanctified  by  love  1    Bed  blest  of  Ood 
With  fr^t  immortal  1     Bed  too  soon  to  be 
Crowned  with  the  glory  of  a  Christian  death  I 
Ah  God  1    How  it  brought  back  the  agony. 
And  the  rebelliouB  hat«  of  other  years — 
The  hopeless  struggle  of  my  will  with  Him 
Whose  will  is  law. 


Thns  torn  with  mingled  thoiighte 
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Of  fear,  despair  and  apito,  I  wore  away 
Milos  of  wild  wonderiug  aLaiit  the  atieets, 
Till  weariness  at  last  compelled  my  feet 
To  drag  me  to  my  home. 


Before  my  door 

Stood  llio  familiar  cliair  of  one  whose  coll 

Waa  omiiioua  of  ill.     My  heart  grew  ai3t. 

With  flutter  of  foreboding  and  foredoom ; 

Bnt  in  swift  silence  I  flew  up  the  btepa, 

And,  bliud  with  stifled  frenzy,  reached  the  aide 

Of  m;  poor  wife.     She  Hiniled  at  seeing  me. 

Bat  I  conld  only  kneel,  and  bathe  her  hands 

With  tears  and  kitsea.     In  her  gentle  breast —    . 

True  home  ot  love,  and  love  and  home  to  me — 

The  blood  had  burst  its  wall*),  and  flowed  in  flame 

From  lips  it  left  in  ashes, 


Iq  her  smile 

Of  perfect  tiTiBtftdnem,  I  caught  6rst  glimpse 

Of  that  anreola  of  fadeless  light 

Which  spans  my  lonely  conch,  and  kiudles  hope 
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That  wheu  toy  time  shall  come  to  follow  b«r, 
Mj  extirit  may  go  out,  euirreathed  and  wrapped 
By  the  tamiliur  glory,  whicli  to-night 
Shall  brood  o'er  all  mj  vigila  tmd  my  ilreoms  I 


DESPAIR. 

Ah  I  what  is  so  dead  as  a  perished  delight ! 

Or  a  passiuD  oiltlived  I  or  a  scheme  OTerUirown  ! 
Save  the  bankrapt  heart  it  has  left  in  its  flight. 

Still  aa  quick  as  the  eye,  hut  ns  oold  db  a  abma  1 


The  houer-boe  hoards  for  ita  winter-long  need. 
The  treasure  it  gathers  in  joy  from  the  flowers ; 

And  drinks  in  each  sip  of  its  silverj  mead 
The  fla.var  and  flush  of  the  sweet  summer  hours. 


Bat  ft  pleaeore  expires  at  its  eaxhest  breath  ; 

No  labor  can  hoard  it,  uo  conning  cim  save  ; 
For  the  aong  of  its  life  is  the  sigh  of  its  deatlt. 

And  the  sense  it  boa  thrilled  ia  its  shroud  and  \b» 
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Ab  I  what  tM  our  love,  with  its  tdnctiue  of  lusb, 
And  its  pleasore  tliat  painn  as  and  pun  tJiat  cn- 
deora, 

But  lay  m  an  armful  of  bcnutiful  dust 
That  crambJes  mid  gias  ou  Uie  wings  of  the 

And  what  is  ambitiou  for  gloiy  and  power. 
But  desire  to  bij  reckoned  Iho  oppemiost  fool 

01  a  million  of  fook,  fur  a  pitiful  hour, 
And  be  cursed  for  a  tjrant,  or  kicked  for  n  tool  ? 

Nikf,  what  is  the  noblest  that  art  can  achieve, 
But  to  conjure  a  vision  ot  light  to  the  eyes, 
That  will   pole  ere   we  paint   it,  nnd   paL  e*e  we 

Od  the  heart  it  betrajs  and  the  hand  it  defies  ? 


We  love,  and  we  lonu  with  an  inflnita  greed 
For  a  love  that  will  till  our  deep  longing,  in 

The  cap  that  we  drink  of  ie  pleaatuit,  indeed. 
Yet  it  holds  but  a  drop  of  the  heuvenly  rail 
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We  plan  tor  oni'  powers  the  divinest  we  can ; 

We  do  with  our  powera  th^  siipremest  we  may ; 
And,  winning  or  losing,  for  lubor  and  plan 

The  beat  that  we  gamer  is — rest  aod  depoy  ! 

Content  —  sntisfaetiou — who    wins    them?     I^jok 

They  are  held  without  thonght  by  the  dolls  and 
the  drones : 
'Tis  theakve  who  in  carelessness  eorries  the  crown; 
And  the  hoTEls  have   kiiigliei  men    than  the 

thrnnes. 

The  mAiil  Ginga  of  love  to  the  hum  of  her  wheel ; 

And  her  lover  responds  as  he  foUowH  his  team  ; 
They  wed,  and  their  chiidi-eji  come  qniekly  to  seal 

In  fnlfllraent  Ihe  pledge  ot  tlieir  loftiest  ilream. 

Willi  humblest  oinbitiona  and  honieliest  [ai-e, 

Contontwl,  though  toiling,  they  travel  abreast. 
Till  the  kind  hand  of  death  lifts  their  burden  ol 


And  they  aiak,  in  the  taitli  of  their  fathem,  to 


Did  I  beg  to  be  boru  ?    Did  I  Beek  to  exist  ? 

Did  I  bargain  for  promptings  to  loftier  gains  ? 
Did  I  nsk  for  a  brain,  with  contempt  of  tlie  fist 

That  ooiild  win  a  reward  for  its  Ubor  and  pains  ? 

Was  it  Idnd^the  atrong  promiBe  that  girded  my 
jontL  ? 
Was   it  good — the   endowment  of   motive    uud 
GkUl? 
Was  it  well  to  succeed,  when  sncceos  wae  in  tniUi. 
But  the  saddeb-t  of  failure  !    Make  ansner,  who 
will! 


I 


Do  I  rave  willioutreaflon  ?  Why,  look  you,  I  pray  I 
1  have  won  all  I  Bought  of  the  higbeat  and  beat ; 

But  it  brings  me  do  giierdon  ;  and  hopeless  lo-dav. 
I  am  jKJorer  than  when  I  aet  out  on  the  qneat. 


Uli  1  emptiness  I     Life,  what  art  thou  but  a  lie. 


24tl 
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Which  I  greeted  and  honored  with  hopefolleat 
trust? 
Pah  t  the  beautiful  apples  that  temptud  mj  eje 
Break  dead  on  my  tongue  into  ashes  und  dnst ! 

"  A  Fallier  who  loves  all  Uie  children  of  men  ?" 
"A  fatiire  to  fill  all  these  bottomless  gaps  ?" 

But  one  life  has  failed  ;  cou  I  fasten  agaiji 
With  my  faith  and  my  hope  to  a  specious  Fer- 
hapB? 

O  !  man  who  begot  me  I    O  I  woman  who  Iwre  t 
Why.  why  did  you  call  me  tn  being  and  brBnth  ? 

With  ruin  behind  me,  imd  darkness  before, 
I  hare  nothing  to  long  fur,  or  hve  for,  but  death  I 


CONSUMMATION. 
A  OUBBT  was  in  my  house — u  gaest  nnbid — 
Wlio  stayed  withont  d  welcome  from  hia  host ; — 
8u  loathed  and  bat<d,  on  unch  emnd  bout. 
And  nrmed  with  such  reaistlees  power  of  ill, 
I  ditfed  not  look  liim  in  the  face,     I  heard 
Hia  tirelesa  footetops  in  the  lonely  haUs, 
In  the  chill  hoars  of  night ;  and,  in  the  day, 
Th^  climbed  the  stairs,  or   loitered  through  the 

roomB 
With  lavlew  freedom.    Erer  when  I  turned 
I  canght  a  glimpse  uf  him.     His  shadow  stalkiil 
Between  me  mid  the  light,  and  fled  1>efore 
My  reatliwi  feet,  or  followed  close  behind. 
Whene'er  I  bent  above  the  touch  that  held 
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■ 

My  fading  wife,  though  looking  not.  I  knew 

That  he  waa  bending  from  Uie  other  Btde, 

And  mockiug  me. 

■ 

He  came  more  closely — came  and  sat  with  me 

ri 

Through  hours  of  reTciy ;  or,  as  I  paced 

■ 

'tij  dimlj-lighted  room,  slipped  hia  lank  mm 

1 

II 

Such  fearful  words  aa  made  me  dck  and  cold. 

■ 

Ho  took  the  Tocant  station  at  my  board. 

Sitting  where  she  had  snt,  and  mised  my  cup 

WiUi  poisoned  waters,  snyiug  in  low  tones 

That  none  but  me  ootild  hear  ; 

*'  This  little  room. 

Where  you  have  break(iuit>.Hl  and  dined  and  mipped, 

And  laughed  and  chatted  in  tlie  days  gone  by. 

m 

WUl  be  a  lonely  place  when  we  are  gone. 

■ 

Those  rosea  at  tlie  window,  that  were  wont 

■ 

To  bloom  SI.  fieely  with  the  liulj'a  enre. 

■ 

jjUready  miss  her  touch-     That  ivy-vine 

1 

1 
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Has  grown  a  yard  si 
A  training  band." 


\a  tied,  and  nee<Ia 


Bising  with  bitt«r  team 
To  flee  hia  preeence,  be  nto»e  nith  me. 
And  wandered  through  the  rooms. 

•'This  casket  here" — 
I  hearci  liiiyi  say  :  "  Suppose  we  loose  tlio  clasp. 
These  are  her  jewels — pretty  gifts  of  yours. 
There  is  a  diamond :  there  a  string  of  pearls. 
That  paly  opal  holds  a  raelJow  fire 
Which  minds  me  of  the  mistress,  nhoso  bright  son] 
Glows  through  the  hicent  whiteness  of  her  face 
With  lambent  flicker.     The^e  are  legnciea  : 
She  will  not  wear  them  more.     Her  taste  and  mine 
Are  one  in  thiB,  that  both  of  iis  lovo  flowers. 
Ay,  she  shall  have  them,  too,  some  pleasant  day. 
When  she  goes  forth  witU  me  ! 


"  So  ?  what  is 
Her  wardrobe  I    Let  the  door  be  opened  n 
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This  mmk,  eo  blent  yritii  scent  of  violeta, 

Beviree  one.     Xon  remember  when  sLe  wore 

That  laveuder  ?— a  very  pvettj  silk  I 

Here  ifl  a  moire  antique.     Ah  I  ye6 — I  Boe  I 

£011  did  not  like  her  in  it.     'Twaa  too  old, 

And  too  suggestive  of  the  dowager. 

There  is  your  favorite — that  glossy  blue — 

The  svrcet  tint  stolon  from  the  skies  of  June^ 

But  she  is  done  witli  it     I  wonder  who 

Will  wear  it,  wlien  yoiir  grief  shall  find  11  panse  1 

Yonr  daughter — posaiblj  ?    .     .     Yoii  eliiver,  sir  1 

Is  it  the  velvet  ?    Like  a  pall,  you  think  1 

Well,  dose  the  door ! 

"  Those  sUppers  on  the  mg :' 
The  time  will  come  when  you  will  kiss  tlicir  soles 
For  the  dear  life  Uiat  pressed  them.     Their  rost-ttee 
Will  be  more  redolent  than  roses  theu. 
You  did  not  know  how  mnoh  yon  loved  your  wife '! 
I  thonght  BO  t 

"  This  way  !    Let  tis  take  our  etand 
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Beside  her  bed.     Not  quite  bo  beautiful 

To  your  fund  ejes  as  when  she  was  a  bride, 
Though  still  a  lovely  voman  !    Seems  it  stnmge 
That  bIic  is  yoirra  no  longei'  7 — that  her  bond 
la  given  to  another — to  the  one 
For  whom  she  has  been  waiting  all  her  life, 
Aad  Tcndy  all  her  life  ?    Your  power  is  gone 
To  pQjiiah  rivola.     There  jou  stand  and  weep. 
But  dure  not  lift  a  finger,  while  with  smiles 
And  kindly  welixune  she  extends  her  Landa 
To  greet  her  loag-eipected  friend.     She  knows 
Where  I  will  fake  her — to  what  oifj  of  God, 
What  palace  there,  and  what  companionship. 
She  knows  what  robea  will  drape  her  loveliness, 
What  flowers  bedeck  her  buir,  and  rise  and  fall 
Upon  the  pulses  of  her  happj  breast. 
And  jon,  poor  man  I  with  oil  jour  jealoTis  pride, 
Have  learned  that  she  would  turn  again  ti>  you, 
And  to  yoxa  food  and  furniture  of  life, 
With  disnppointmeiit. 


"Ay,  hUo  pilipsyon— 
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Lotos- fou,  indeed ;  but  there  is  One  iihe  Iotm 
With  holier  ptLnsion,  and  with  more  entire 
And  gladder  aclf-sni-reader,     8bc  will  go — 
You  know  that  she  will  go — and  go  with  joy  ; 
And  yon  begin  to  see  how  poor  tud  Kica,a, 
When  placed  beside  her  joy,  «re  all  your  gitU, 
And  oil  that  yon  bnve  ivon  by  them. 


"Poorn: 


it 


Weeping  again  1    Well,  if  it  comfort  yon. 
Rain  your  salt  teare  upon  her  wnxen  hands, 
And  kiES  them  dry  nt  leisure  I    Pre*)  her  lips. 
Hot  with  the  hectic  1    Lay  yoiir  cold,  wet  cheek 
Against  the  bnming  scarlet  of  her  own  : 
Only  remember  that  she  is  not  yours, 
And  that  your  pnm^^ma  of  grief  and  tears 
Are  painfnl  to  her." 


Ah  I  ta  wnit  for  dt-ath  I 
To  see  one's  idol  with  the  signnturo 
Of  the  Destroyer  stamped  upon  hnr  brow, 
And  know  that  she  ia  doomed,  beyond  nil  iiupe  ; 
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To  w&teb  her  while  she  tadea  ;  to  see  the  form 

That  onca  was  beauty's  own  become  a  corpse 

In  oil  but  bresUiing,  and  to  meet  her  ejea 

A  huiidi'ed  times  a  day — while  the  heart  bleeda — 

With  smiles  of  smooth  dissembling,  and  with  words 

Oheerlal  ee  moruing,  and  to  do  all  this 

Through  weeks  imd  weary  moutha,   till   one  h^ 

To  see  the  qiell  dissolved,  and  feel  the  worst 
That  death  can  do  ;  can  there  be  misery 
Sadder  than  this  ? 


My  time  I  pusaed  alone, 
And  at  the  bedsida  of  lay  dying  wife. 
She  talked  of  deutb  aa  ehildi'en  talk  of  sleep, 
When— a  forgetful  blank— it,  hes  between 
Their  glad  impatience  and  a  holiday. 
The  mon'ow — oh  1  the  morrow  1    That  was  luimi 
For  hoi)e  all  realized,  for  work  all  done, 
For  pain  all  past,  for  life  and  strength  renewed, 
For  fruit&ge  of  euduavor,  for  repose 
For  heaven  I 
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Sweet  jargon  of  the  mcadow-ljirds.     Again 
I  (rod  the  forest  patha,  in  shade  of  trees 
With  folia^  bo  tender  that  the  son 
Shot  throngli  the  soft,  thin  loaves  its  virid  slieeii, 
AiB  through  the  emenLld  waters  of  the  sea. 
The  scarlet  tanager — -a  flake  of  Are, 
Blown  from  the  tropii;  heats  npoa  the  breath 
That  brought  the  enmnier — caught  upoa  a  twig, 
Of  queuclied  its  glow  in  some  remote  recess. 
The  springing  foma  unfolded  at  my  teet 
Their  tan-brown  ecroUs,  the  tiny  atar-flowei-  shoue 
Among  ita  leaves  :  the  insects  filled  the  air 
With  a  monotonous,  reedy  resommoe 
Of  whir  and  ham,  and  I  Eat  down  agiun 
Upon  a  bunk  Ui  gather  violets. 


From  dreams  of  retrospeotivo  joy  I  woke 

At  last,  to  the  quick  tinkle  of  n  bell. 

My  wife  had  touched  it     She  hod  been  asleep, 

And,  waking,  colled  me  to  her  aide.     The  note, 

Familiar  as  the  mnrmnr  of  her  voice, 

Por  the  first  time  was  atrunge.      Another  bell, 
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With  other  mtisic,  lang  ulown  tho  yea» 

That  lay  between  me  aod  the  golden  daj 

Wheu,  up  the  mountain-path,  I  followed  far 

The  lamb  that  bore  it.     All  the  soodb  came  book 

In  a  broad  dash  ;  aad  with  it  came  the  aame 

Strange  apprehension  of  a  mighty  change — 

A  vague  prenaion  of  transitiou.  bom 

Of  what,  I  knew  not ;  on  what  errand  sent, 

I  could  not  guess. 

I  rose  upon  mj  feett 
Besponaive  to  the  summons,  when  I  heard, 
Repeated  in  the  ear  of  memoiy. 
The  words  mj  mother  spoke  to  me  that  day ; 

"  Uy  Paul  lias  climbed  the  noblest  mountain-lmiE^ 

"  In  all  his  Httle  world,  and  gaaed  on  sceaea 

"Ah  beautiful  as  rtst  beneath  the  sun. 

"  I  trust  he  will  remembi.'r  all  his  life 

"  That,  to  his  beat  achievement,  and  the  spot 

' '  OkMest  to  heaven  his  youthful  feet  have  tmdt 

"Qe  bas  been  ^ided  by  a  guileless  lamb. 
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''It  is  tea  oiaeu  wliicti  his  mother's  heart 
'■  Will  trcBBiire  «ith  her  jewels." 

Had  her  tongue 
Bean  moTcd  to  prophecy  ?    Omen  of  what  ? — 
Of  a  new  height  of  life  to  be  achieved 
By  my  lamb 'a  leading  ?     Aj,  it  seemed  like  this  ; 
An  auswer  to  a  tlioiuiond  prayers,  up-breathed 
By  her  whom  I  had  lost,  repeated  long 
By  her  whom  I  was  losing  ?    Was  it  this  ? 
Thus  charged  vrith  premonition,  when  I  stepped 
Into  the  shaded  room,  mj  cheeks  were  pole. 
And  every  nerve  was  quivering  with  the  stress 
Of  uncontrolled  emotiou.     All  I  my  lamb  I 
How  white  1    How  innocent  I    My  Jamb,  my  lamb' 
Even  the  sciurlet  ribbon  which  adorned 
The  liuubkiu  of  my  chose  was  at  her  throat, 
Bepeated  in  a  bright  geranium- flower  1 

"  Loop  up  thu  citrtoins,  love  !    Let  in  the  light  I" 
The  words  come  strong  and  sweet,  as  if  the  life 
From  which  they  bi-cathed  were  at  its  tidal  flood. 
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"  Oil  !  bli'«.-ii.-il  ligkt !"  Bbe  ndiled,  lu  tlie  Bim 
Flamed  on  Ujb  velvet  rosoa  o(  the  Boor, 
And  toiiclieil  to  life  Uie  pictures  on  the  wall. 
And  amote  the  diuk  with  burs  of  amber. 

"Paoir 

I  turned  lu  auswcr,  luid  beheld  a  (ace 
That  glowed  niUi  a  celestial  fire  like  his 
Who  tiiUsud  with  God  hi  Shini. 

"Fanl,"  she  Kaid, 
■'  I  hnve  ocen  almost  home.     I  may  not  teU, 
Fur  lauguiige  canniit  puiut,  what  I  have  sCiUL 
Tbe  veil  was  very  thin,  anil  I  so  near, 
1  caught  tbe  ahocn  of  multitndes,  and  beard 
Voices  thiit  cnlleil  mul  nusworod  from  itfar 
Through  spaces  inoontieivoble,  and  aougs 
Whose  harmonies  responsive  surged  niid  aauk 
Ou  the  attenuate  air,  till  all  mj  houI 
Was  tbrillcd  and  filled  with  muaio,  and  I  prayed 
To  be  let  loose,  that  t  might  cast  myiitlf 
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Upon  the  miglity  tidoa,  and  give  mj  life 
Tu  the  snpemfd  rapturex.    Ay,  I  prayed 
TUat  death  might  come,  imd  give  me  my  releoeu 
Fiota  this  poor  ciay,  and  that  I  might  be  bom 
By  its  lost  ti-avoil  into  life." 

"Dear  wife,"  I  said, 
"  Too  have  twea  wildJy  dreaming,  and  joui"  brain. 
Quickened  to  Btmugi;  vng^rins  bj  liisf^&ae, 
Htu>  cheated  you.     Yon  mii!<t  not.  tnik  like  thta : 
Twill  liarm  yoo.     I  will  hold  jonr  hand  awhile, 
And  yon  shall  have  repose." 

She  smiled  and  said. 
While  her  eyes  shone  with  an  uutiartbly  light : 
"  Ton  are  not  wise,  toy  dnir,  in  things  Uke  these. 
The  vision  wan  aa  real  as  yourself  ; 
And  it  will  not  be  long  before  I  go 
To  mingle  in  the  life  that  I  have  neen. 
I  know  it.  dearest,  for  she  told  me  thia." 

"She  tuld  yon  this?"  laaid, — "Wliotoldyou  this  ? 
Did  you  hold  oonverBe  with  the  multitude  ?" 
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"  Not  with  the  multifaido,"  sbe  answered  me  ; 
' '  But  while  I  gazed  upon  the  throng,  and  prayed 
That  death  might  loose  me,  there  appeared  a  grunp 
Of  ntdiaut  oues  behiiid  the  fihnj  veil 
That  hung  between  ua,  looking  helplesal}' 
Upon  mj  Btnigglo,  but  witli  (.■yes  that  beamed 
With  love  Luefhible.     I  kuew  them  too — 
Knew  all  of  them  but  oue — and  she  the  fl«rt, 
And  BWeeteat  at  tliem  all.     Pure  as  the  light. 
And  beautiful  as  moruing,  she  advauued  ; 
And,  Bt  her  touuli,  tlie  veil  waa  parted  wide. 
While  she  passed  tlirough,  aiid  st<Hid  beside  my 

bed. 
She  took  my  hand,  she  kissed  my  bmTiing  cheek. 
And  thea,  iu  words  that  calmed  mj  spirit,  said  : 

"Tour  prayer  will  soon  be  answered ;  but  oue 

prayei", 
Breathed  many  years  by  you,  aud  many  yean 
By  one  you  know  not,  must  be  answered  first. 
Tou  mufit  go  bock,  though  for  a  litUe  time, 
And  reap  the  iiarvest  of  a  life.     To  him 
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'Wliom  jou  and  I  liaTe  lovod,  say  all  yonr  heart 
Shall  move  jaw:  lips  to  speak,  oud  be  will  hear. 
The  strength,  the  boldness,  the  persuaaive  power 
Which  yoa  may  need  (or  thia,  shall  nil  be  youra  ; 
For  yoo  uhall  have  tho  ministiy  of  those 
Whom  you  have  seea.     Speak  aa  a  dying  wife 
Has  liberty  to  speoJl  to  l"'ii  she  leavea  ; 
And  t«ll  him  this — that  he  may  know  the  voice 
Thftt  gives  you  yoiir  ao  mitiiuBJon— tcl  1  him  thia  ; 
The  lamb  hatt  slipped  the  leaeh  by  whith  his  hand 
Held  her  in  thrall,  and  seeks  the  mountain-height ; 
And  ho,  if  he  reclaim  her  to  his  groap, 
Must  follow  where  she  leads,  and  kneel  Ht  laat 
Upon  the  summit  by  her  side.     And  more  : 
Give  him  my  promise  tliat  if  be  do  this. 
He  slioU  receive  from  that  fair  altitude 
Soch  viaion  of  the  realm  that  lies  ai'ound, 
Cleft  by  the  river  of  immortul  life, 
As  shem  so  lift  him  from  iiis  sclflshneas, 
And  so  enlarge  his  soul,  that  he  shall  stand 
Bedeemed  from  all  unworthineas,  and  saved 
To  tiAppinesE)  and  heaven. " 
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Her  words  flowed  torth 

With  tlid  strong  utterance,  in  tmtli,  of  one 

IJkBpired  from  other  worlds  ;  while  piile  and  fiiiiit, 

I  dnuik  Iter  rurelatious.     Unboliaf 

JIiuI  given  the  lie  to  her  uLiuiuidiug  faith, 

And  held  hui'  viidou  ligineiut  ot  disease. 

Until  the  meBuoge  of  my  mother  fell 

Upon  m;  eora,     Than  oveivome,  I  w>.'iJt 

With  deep  couvuisioiK,  rose  ntid  walked  the  room. 

Wrung  my  cLLspud  huiida,  and  ciIuJ  with  choking 

"  My  mother !  0  1  nij  mother  1" 


"Oeutl^,  love  I 

For  she  is  with  you,"  said  my  dying  wife. 
"  Nay,  all  ot  them  are  with  iia.     This  small  rourn 
Is  now  the  gate  of  heaven  ;  and  yuu  mnet  iln 
That  which  beflta  the  presence  and  the  place 
Come  1  tstt  befiido  lue ;  for  my  time  is  short, 
And  I  have  much  to  eay.     What  will  yoa  da 
When  I  am  guiiu  ?     Will  the  old  hie  of  art 
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Content  you  ?    Will  you  fill  youi-  waitmg  time 
With  tjie  old  dreams  of  fame  and  excellence  ?" 


"AJfls!"  1  answei'ed,  " I  urn  done  n-ith  life  : 
My  life  is  dead ;  and  though  mj  hand  haa  won 
All  it  hus  Btriven  to  ivia,  nad  all  my  heart 
In  its  weak  pride  has  prompted  it  to  seek 
0(  loTO  and  honor ;  though  aucceas  ia  mine 
In  all  my  eager  enterprise,  I  know 
My  UFe  luis  been  a  failure.     I  am  left 
Or  all  ail  be  left,  whan  you,  my  love,  are  gone. 
Without  resource — u  hopeless,  worthless  man, 
Longing  to  bide  hia  shame  and  his  despair 
Within  the  grave." 


"I  tliaiik  thee,  Lord  1"  alie  said: 
"So   many  prayers   ai'e   unawered  I     .     .     .     Yon 

knew  not 
That  I  had  asked  for  this.     Yon  did  not  know, 
When  you  were  ati'iiing  witli  your  fi'ehle  mi(;hl 
For  the  great  prizes  that  beguikd  your  pride, 
That  at  the  hnud  oC  God  I  l)egged  Buccess. 
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Ay,  Paul,  I  prayed  that  jon  migUt  gnthei'  all 
The  good  tluit  fou  have  von,  and  that,  at  last, 
Tuu  might  be  ])rought  to  know  the  worthleeEiie 
0£  every  selfish  meed,  and  feel  how  weak- 
How  worse  than  hcliiless— is  the  liighcst  man 
Who  lives  within,  and  labors  to,  hiinseU. 
Not  one  of  all  the  prizes  juu  have  gaiued 
Contaioa  the  good  tliat  Uea  iu  your  despair." 

"Teadi  me,"  I  Baid,  "  for  I  am  ignorant ; 
Lead  me,  for  I  am  blind.    £xplain  the  pnat. 
With  all  its  erroiB.     Why  twn  I  so  low. 
And  you  90  high  ?" 


She  pressed  my  band,  iind  said  : 
"  You  have  been  iiiingry  ull  your  lite  for  God, 
And  known  it  not     Yon  lavished  first  on  me 
Your  benrt's  best  love.     Yon  poured  its  treasurwi 

wealth 
At  on  unworthy  shrine.     Ton  mode  a.  God 
Of  poor  mortality  ;  and  when  you  learned 
Your  love  tvaa  greuter  than  the  one  you  loved — 
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Thfi  one  you  worshiped — jnu  invoked  the  aid 
Of  your  imnginatluu,  td  curiuL 
Your  pampered  idol,  tlU  at  lont  you  bowed 
Before  u  creatiire  of  your  thought.     Yoa  stole 
From  excellence  di%lne  the  grace  imd  good 
Thiit  made  me  worRhipfiil ;  njid  eveu  these 
Palled  on  yuur  heart  at  last,  and  ceased  to  yield 
The  iuspirutioii  that  you  craved.     You  pined, 
Yob  eUirved  tor  something  infinitely  sweet ; 
And  Htili  you  sought  it  blindly,  wilfully. 
In  your  poor  wife,— nought  it,  tuid  found  it  not. 
Through  wnsted  years  of  life. 

"And  thea  you  craved 
An  infinite  return.     Tou  oskt-'d  for  more 
Thau  I  could  give,  although  I  gave  jon  all 
That  woiniui  con  bestow  on  laan.     You  knew 
You  held  my  constant  love,  unlimited 
Save  by  the  Ijounda  of  mortal  tenderness  ; 
And  tidll  you  longed  tor  more.     Then  sprang  your 

scheme 
For  finding  m  the  love  of  multitudes. 
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And  in  tli(!ir  praiao,  that  which  had  fiuled  in  ma 
You  wrote  [or  love  and  fame,  and  won  them  both 
By  manly  striving — won  and  wore  them  ]ong. 
All  good  there  is  in  love  lud  praise  of  men, 
Vou  garnered  in  jonr  life.     On  this  reward 
Yon  lived,  till  you  were  sated,  or  until 
You  learned  it  bore  no  sutisfying  meed— 
Learned  that  the  love  of  many  was  not  more 
Than  love  of  one.     With  all  my  love  yonr  own. 
With  love  HJid  praiae  of  men,  your  fiuuialied  isoiU 
Craved  infimtc  approval — craved  a  Iote 
Beyond  tlie  love  of  woman  and  of  man. 

"  Then  with  new  hope,  you  apotheosized 

Your  oherishod  art,  and  sought  tor  exoellenoo 

And  for  jonr  own  approval ;  with  what  end, 

Yonr  hdpletisuess  informs  me,     You  cmayed 

The  revelation  of  the  mighty  forms 

I'liul  dwell  in  the  unrealised.    You  sosglit 

To  shape  yonr  best  ideals,  and  to  And 

In  the  grand  scheme  yoiu  motive  and  reward. 

All  this  blind  reacMug  after  eiwellcnce, 
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Wits  but  the  reaching  of  your  soul  for  God. 
Imagiiiation  ooold  aot  tonch  the  height, 
And  joii  were  baffled.     So,  you  faOed  to  find 
The  God  yont  spirit  yearned  for  in  your  art, 
And  failed  of  self 'approval. 


"Yon  have  now 

111  lire  Rliiit  up  U>  tliia  : 
Yon  moet  bow  down  and  worshiji  God  ;  and  give 
Yoiir  Ueaii  Ui  Bim,  accept  His  love  for  you. 
And  feaet  your  soul  on  excellence  iu  Him. 
So,  a  new  life  shall  open  to  your  feet, 
Stronn  richly  with  rewards ;  and  when  your  etepa 
BboU  reuch  tJic  river,  I  will  wnit  tor  you 
Upon  the  other  tiliorc,  a:id  we  shall  bo 
Ono  iu  the  life  immortal  ns  in  tide. 
O  I  Paul  1  your  time  is  now.     I  cannot  die 
And  leave  you  comfortless.     I  cannot  die 
Aud  enter  on  tljo  pleasures  tliat  I  know 
Await  me  yonder,  with  the  conscionaness 
That  you  are  still  uidiappy." 


All  my  life 
Tlius  laj  revealed  in  light  which  ahe  hod  poured 
Upon  ite  track.    T  leurueil  where  ahe  had  found 
Her  peacefid  joy,  her  satisfying  good. 
And  whei-e,  iu  my  rebelliouii  pride  o£  heart, 
Mioe  bad  beeu  lost     She,  by  lui  iiistiuct  sure, 
Or  by  the  grace  of  Uoavmi,  hud  in  her  youth. 
Though  Borely  chaatened,  giveu  herself  to  God ; 
And  throngU  a  life  of  saiutly  purity — 
A  life  of  bve  to  me  and  love  to  nil — 
Uiul  feasted  at  the  foimtaiii  of  lUi  lovo. 
Had  worahipeU  at  the  Exiiollciuie  Divine, 
Aud  only  vaited  for  my  last  adieu 
To  take  her  crown. 

I  sat  like  one  struck  diunli. 

I  knew  not  how  to  spettk,  or  what  to  do. 
She  looked  at  me  expectant ;  while  a  ttudll 
Of  terror  shot  through  all  my  &ama 


She  Haid,  "  I  thought  you  would  be  ready  d 


KATun/XA  ami 

At  this,  the  door  waa  opened  silently, 

And  our  dear  daught«r  stood  wiUtin  the  room. 

Alarmed  at  vision  of  the  sudden  cbaago 

That  deDiUi  hod  wronght  ujion  her  mothor's  !aae. 

tihe  hastened  to  her  tdde,  and  kneeling  there, 

BowmI  on  her  breast  with  tears  and  choking  sobs, 

Hei  betirt  too  lull  for  apeecU. 

"  Be  silent,  deiir  1" 
The  dying  mother  said,  resting  her  hand 
Upon  her  danghter'a  head.     "  Be  silent,  dear  ! 
Your  (other  kneels  to  pray.     Make  room  for  him, 
That  he  luuj  kneel  besido  yott." 

At  her  word^ 
I  was  endowed  with  apprehensions  new  ; 
And  somewhere  in  my  qnicliened  eonseiousneBB, 
I  (elt  the  presence  of  her  heavealy  friends, 
And  knew  that  there  were  spirits  in  the  room. 
I  did  not  doubt,  nor  linvi'  I  doubted  since, 
That  there  wore  loving  wittieascs  of  all 
The  scenes  eniu^ted  round  that  hallowed  bed. 
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;Vj',  anil  tbej  spoke.    Deep  in  the  iuneimoBt 

I  heard  the  tender  words,  "  O  I  kneel  raj  son  ! — " 

A  Bweet  niouJtioQ  from  mj  motlxer'a  lips, 

"  Eneel  I  kueel  I"    It  wus  the  echo  of  a.  throng. 

"Kneel  [   kueell"     The   geuUe    mandate   reached 

my  heai't 
From  de])ths  of  lotlj  apace.     It  nns  the  voit-e 
Of  the  Good  Father. 


From  the  cnrtAln  folds, 
That  nistled  at  tho  window,  in  the  aire 
That  moved  with  cou^cioua  pulse  to  pa-ssing  wings. 
Came  the  same  harden,  "  Kneel  1" 


"Kneel!  kueell    O!  kneell" 
lu  toDcanf  earnest  pleading,  came  from  lipe 
AJready  pinched  lij  doatli. 


A  hundred  worlds, 
Imposed  upon  mj  ehoulders,  had  not  bowed 


KATHIClyA. 
And  onuhed  me  to  my  kiie«e  witli  sorer  jiower. 
TUe  Iiuid  thnt  la;  upoDuu;  daughter's  bead 
Then  patised  to  mine  j  bnt  still  my  lips  were  dumb. 

"Pray  !"  said  the  spirit  of  my  mother. 

Tbe  word  repeated,  came  from  many  lipa 

"Pray  1"  suid  the  voice  of  Qod  within  my  soul ; 
While  every  whisper  of  the  living  air 
Echoed  tbe  low  command. 

"  Pray  !  pray  [    O  1  pray !" 
U;  dying  wife  entreak'd. 


Words  were  given. 
And  I  poured  out  like  wnt«r  all  my  heart. 
•■0  1  Goil  !"  I  said,  "be  merciful  to  me 
A  reprobate  I    I  have  blaaphprnnd  Thy  name, 
Abused  Thy  patient  love,  and  held  from  Thee 


My  he&rt  ftnd  Ufo ;  ftod  now.  in  my  extreme 
OC  need  and  of  dospoir,  X  oome  la  Tlie«. 

0  1  cast  me  not  awuy,  for  liere,  at  last, 
Mlvr  a  life  of  sclfuthnesx  and  sin, 

1  yield  my  will  to  Thine,  and  pledge  my  soni — 
All  that  I  luu,  all  I  can  over  be — 
Supremely  to  Tliy  aerrice.     I  renoimee 

All  worldly  aims,  all  selfish  enterprise, 
And  dedjonte  the  rcmniiut  of  my  power 
To  Thee  niid  thoao  Thou  lovest.     Comfort  me  I 
O I  come  and  comfort  me,  for  I  despair  I 
Give  mo  Thy  iwace,  for  I  am  rent  and  tossed  I 
Feed  me  with  lov^  else  I  kIuUI  die  of  want ! 
Behold !  I  empty  ont  my  wortlilessuess. 
And  beg  Thee  to  come  in,  and  fit!  my  soul 
With  Thy  rich  presence.     I  adore  Thy  love  ; 
I  seek  for  Thy  approval ;  I  bow  down, 
Atid  worship  Thee,  the  ExoeUenoe  Supreme. 
I've  tasted  of  the  sweetest  that  the  world 
Can  give  to  me  ;  and  human  love  and  pmine. 
And  all  of  excellence  within  the  scope 
Of  my  coueeptiun,  anii  my  powoi'  to  teaob 
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And  realizo  ia  highest  forms  ot  iirt, 
Have  left  me  limigry.  thirsty  tor  Tliyaelf. 
0 1  feed  and  (ire  rao  !    Fill  and  furnish  me  ! 
And  if  Thou  hast  for  me  some  hiimble  tunk — 
Some  serrieefor  Thyself,  cr  fur  Thy  o«ii— 
Keveai  it  to  Thy  ead,  repcntiiut  child, 
Or  use  liim  as  Thy  willing  instriimout. 
I  aak  it  for  the  sake  of  Jesus  Chnst, 
Henceforth  my  Master  I" 

Multitudes,  it  seemed, 
Beepooded  with  "  Amen  I"  as  if  the  word 
Were  caught  from  mortal  lips  hy  swoopiog  cLolra 
Ot  epirits  aiiaistrant,  oud  borne  away 
la  sweet  reverb^ratioiis  into  Hiiiu:e. 

I  raised  mj  head  at  laat,  and  met  the  ryea 
Bright  with  the  h'ght  of  death,  and  with  the  dawn 
Of  opening  heaven.     The  smile  that  overspread 
The  fading  features  was  the  peaceful  smile 
Of  imanmortal, — full  of  faith  and  Invc— 
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A  satislloJ,  tiiumphiuit,  ahmiiig  smile, 

lilt  by  the  hoaveoly  glory. 

"Paul,"  she  aoid. 

"My  work  ia  doue  ;  liutyou  will  live  (uul  woilc 

Tlieee  many  yeora.    Xom-  Ufa  is  just  begun. 

Too  late,  but  well  begun ;  iiiid  you  ptre  mine, 

L 

Now  and  forevermore.     .     .     .     Dear  Lord  I  my 

1 

tLauka 

r 

For  this  Thy  crowTiing  bloasing  1" 

Theu  she  pansad. 

L 

And  raised  her  ejoa  iu  a  ftcropUic  tnuice. 

1 

And  lifted  her  thin  fiugurs,  that  were  thrilled 

m 

With  ti-emuloiia  motion,  like  the  slender  spray 

On  which  a  throbbing  song-bird  dings,  and  pouM 

His  Bwiiot  incontinence  of  ecstasy. 

1 

And  then  in  broken  whiapeiv  said  to  me  : 

1 

'  Do  you  not  hear  tbem  ?     They  linve  caught  Uie 

1 

And  mil  the  sky  Is  riogiog  vrith  their  cnng 

1 

or  gladness  omd  of  welcome.    '  Paui  m  latedf 

L 

1 

KATHiiUiA  a; 

Paul  U  redeemed  and  saved  P     I  bear  tliein  mj  : 
Aju]  mjriail  Toicea  catch  the  new  delight, 
And  cony  the  acdaim,  till  henvon  itself 
Seuds  book  the  happy  echo  :  '  PttxU  it  ummlt'  " 


She  Btretched  her  bauds,   mid  look  mo  to  In 

breast. 
I  tdaaed  her,  blessed  her,  spoke  inj  lost  udieii, 
And  jdtlded  place  to  hor  whom  God  had  givou 
To  be  oMt  ohild.     After  n  long  embrace, 
Bhe  whispered  :  "  I  am  wear; ;  let  me  sleep  I" 


She  puused  to  peacefid  slumber  like  ti  cliild. 
The  while  uttcndant  luigt^U  buOt  tlie  drconi 
On  which  alie  rode  to  buuven.     Ncjt  once  ugain 
She  8X)oke  to  mortal  ears,  but  slept  and  tuniled, 
And  slept  and  smiled  again,  till  dayhght  passed. 
The  night  came  down  ;  the  long  hours  lapsed  awuy; 
The  city  sonnda  grew  fainter,  till  at  Inst 
We  sat  ulune  with  silence  oiid  with  death. 
At  tiie  first  bhish  of  momiiig  she  looked  up. 
And  spoke,  but  not  to  us  :  "  I'm  coming  now  I" 
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I  EHiught  the  window  to  relieve  the  paio 

01  long  sapprMsed  emotion.     In  the  East, 

Tinged  wiUi  the  golden  dawn,  the  morning  star 

Was  bloKiug  in  its  glorj,  while  beneath, 

The  slender  moon,  at  ita  lost  rising,  hung. 

Paling  and  dying  in  the  growing  light. 

And  passing  with  that  lending  ap  to  heaven. 

My  dnnght«r  abiod  beside  her  mother's  bed, 

Bnt  I  hud  better  vision  of  the  EUfne 

In  the  sweet  symbol  God  lind  Iiimg  for  me 

C  pon  the  sky. 

Swiftly  the  dawn  lulvnnoed, 
And  higher  rose,  and  tttill  more  faintly  shon<\ 
The  star-led  moon.     Then,  as  it  faded  out. 
Queuobed  by  prevoiUug  day,  I  heard  one  sigh — 
A  sigh  so  charged  with  pathos  of  deep  joy. 
And  peace  ineffable,  that  memoty 
Con  never  lose  the  sound  :  and  all  was  past  I 


This  night  of  trial  aud  this  n 
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Bose  not  with  calmer  light  than  that  which  dawned 
Upon  mj  spirit.     Cbflatened,  bowed,  subdueil, 
I  kimed  the  rud  Uiat  nmotti  me,  and  exolaiiuod  : 
'  ■  Tlio  Lord  bath  given ;  the  Lord  hath  taken  nwny 
And  blessed  be  His  name  !" 

Eebellion  slept 
1  grieve,  and  still  I  grieve )  but  nith  a  heart 
At  peace  with  God,  und  soft  with  sympothy 
Toward  all  my  sorrowitig,  KtriigKling,  ainful  race. 
My  hope,  that  Clung  so  loudly  tu  tbe  world 
And  t^e  rewards  of  fame,  on  anchor  sure, 
Now  graeps  the  Eternal  Rock  n-ithui  the  veil 
Of  troubled  waters.     Storms  may  wrench  and  tosii, 
And  tides  may  awing  nie,  in  their  ebb  and  flow, 
But  I  shall  not  he  moved. 

Once  more  !  once  more  I 
I  shall  behold  her  face,  u:id  clasp  lier  band  1 
Ouce  more— forevennore  I 
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The  goapel  of  her  precious  ChrisUan  lite. 

I  owe  it  to  herself,  and  to  the  world. 

Orateful  for  all  lier  tender  jniniatrj 

Iq  lile  ftud  death,  1  bring  these  leaves,  entwined 

With  her  owu  pise.*,  dewy  with  my  tears, 

And  hty  thom  as  the  tributo  of  my  lovo 

tJpoD  the  KiavD  that  holds  her  saorcd  dost. 


The  Marble  prophecy, 

AND   OTHER    PUEM8. 


THE  MARBLK  PnOPHECY, 


The  burletjuinH  we  out  in  force  to-day— 

The  iiieluUd  Swiss— niid  iu  tlie  vestibule 

Of  grent  8L  Peter's  rings  the  rhythiniu  tread 

Of  Boman  noliles,  miifurmed  and  armed 

As  the  Pope's  Oiinrd  ;  mid  while  tlieir  double  hue 

With  (aulUsM  ciUTo  enttTs  the  open  door, 

And  Hwnyi  and  apurkloa  up  the  spleudid  iiftve, 

Between  the  walls  of  huiublar  soldiery, 

And  porta  to  puss  Uie  altar — keeping  step 

To  the  proud  litatiug  of  tlit-'ir  Roinnu  heartii — 

A  breeze  o(  whispert^d  mlmiration  sweopa 

The  crowds  that  gaze,  and  dios  witUiu  the  dome. 

St,  Pftrr'stoo  {the  atliinpot  it)  was  eolil 
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An  iiuur  ago,  but  wnsee  wona  npooe 

With  rub  of  baudkercliiefa,  and  dainty  tunuli 

Of  lips  aud  foreheads. 

Smng  behind  their  scroen 
Sit  the  Popu'ii  Ghoir.     No  iromiui  enters  tlicre  ; 
FoT  wnmoii  is  Iinpuru.  and  nuikes  impure 
By  voice  and  presence  I     Mary,  niotlier  of  OimI  I 
Not  tky  own  box  may  aing  tbee  iu  the  uourta 
Of  The  All- Holy  I     Only  man,  pure  man  I 
Doulit  not  the  pinity  of  some  of  these — 
Angela  before  their  time — no  doubt 
That  they  will  sing  like  angels,  when  Fi^o, 
Borne  ou  the  shoulders  of  his  stalwart  men 
(The  mnater  rode  aa  aas),  and  canopied 
By  golden  tapestries — the  triple  crowu 
Upou  his  brow,  the  nodding  peacock  plume* 
Far  heralding  his  way — shall  curae  to  take 
His  iacenae  and  his  homage. 


Tis  a  brave  pugeimt,  to  lie : 


Iwillgo. 
^I'U  jiiit  once. 
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Tia  a  brave  pageant,  bnt  one  does  not  like 
To  emntch  his  tronsera  kneeling  to  &  man, 
Or  bide  the  stare  that  followa  if  he  fail  : 
So,  having  Been  it  once,  one  needs  not  wait. 

What  is  the  feast  ?    Let's  nee  :  ah  I    I  recall : 

St.  Peter's  chair  was  brought  from  Antioch 

So  many  yeare  ago  ; — the  worse  for  w£^r 

No  doubt,  and  never  quite  limirioas, 

Bnt  valued  as  a  piece  of  fnmitiire 

By  Bome  abore  all  prico  ;  and  so  they  give 

High  Utinur  to  the  auniversary, 

Tib  well ;  in  Borne  they  make  account  of  diaira. 

If  lees  in  heaven,  it  pomibly  ma;  he 

Because  they're  greatly  oeoupiod  by  joy 

Over  bad  men  made  peniteut  and  pure 

By  this  same  chair  !    Who  kuowH  ? 

I'U  tfl  the  door  I 
rhesan  seems  kind  and  simple  in  the  sky 
After  such  pomp.     I  thimkthee.  Sun  !    Thon  Iinst 
A  amile  liki.'  Ood,  that  reachps  to  the  heart 
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Direct  and  sweet,  withoat  tbe  ministries 

Of  Boetie  and  ceremouial  I    Tbj  raja 

Fall  not  ID  benediction  at  the  ends 

01  two  palu  lingers  ;  bnt  thji  waimtli  and  light 

Wrap  irell  the  cold  dark  world.     I  need  no  prima 

To  teaeli  mj  soul  that  thou  art  beantilnl  : 

It  nonld  divide  tliee,  and  confuse  mj  sight. 

Shine  Ireely,  son  I    No  mightj  mother  church 

Stands  mediator  between  thee  and  ue  I 

Aj,  Bhiue  on  these — all  these  iu  sUivering  need — 

To  whom  Ood's  precious  love  is  doled  or  eold 

By  sacerdotal  hucksters  !     Shine  ou  these, 

And  teach  them  that  the  Ood  of  Life  and  Light 

Dirells  not  alone  iu  templon  made  b,v  bauds  ; 

AirI  tliat  the  path  to  Uim,  from  every  soul. 

Id  every  farthest  oomer  of  the  earth, 

Is  as  direct  as  are  thy  rays  to  thee  1 

Ha  1     Pardon  I     Have  I  hurt  you  ?     Welladay  ! 

1  wns  not  looking  for  a  beggar  here  :—- 

Indeed,  was  looking  upward !     But  1  see 

You're  here  by  royal  license — with  a  liodge 

Made  of  good  bniBB.     Come  nearer  to  me  !  thei«  : 
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Take  double  alma,  aud  give  me  clionce  to  read 
The  nQmber  oa   your   breaat.     So ;    "  Sevouty- 


'Tia  a  goocl  nnmlter,  man,  nnd  qnite  at  home 
Aboat  the  temple,     Weil,  yoa  have  hard  fare. 
Bat  many  lirothere  and  no  end  ot  shows  ! 
Think  it  not  ii!  that  they  will  siiend  to-day. 
Tonchtng  this  cUnir,  enough  o£  time  nnd  gold 
To  gorge  the  poor  ot  Borne,     The  men  who  hold 
The    ohnrch    in    charge — who    are,    indeed,    the 

Chnreh— 
HaTe  httle  time  to  give  tu  stnrving  meu. 
Be  thanktul  for  yonr  label !    Only  one 
Can  be  the  beggar  "  Number  seventy-seven !" 
They  are  distinguiahed  pemons  :  ao  are  yon  1 
Xoa  must  be  jmtient,  tUongh  it  seemM,  I  gmnt, 
A  trifle  odd  that  when  a  miriu^le 
Is  wrought  before  you,  it  will  never  take 
A  useful  turu,  ua  in  the  olden  lime, 
Aud  give  yuu  loaves  and  llahca,  or  iucroasu 
lour  httle  dinners  ! 
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Still  the  esptictaut  orowdu 
pL-etss  up  UiQ  street  fram  roimd  St,  Angalu, 
And  thread  tlio  circling  oolouuode,  o 
With  honied  atepti  the  bnmd  piozxa — crowdri 
That  pass  the  portal,  and  at  o 
Witliiu  the  vaulted  glooma,  as  moioing  mist 
Is  qaenched  b;  mumiug  air. 

It  is  God's 
The  noblest  toiuple  ever  reared  to  Hiiu 
By  liatids  of  meu — the  culiuinutiug  daed 
Of  u  great  uliiirch — the  topmost  reach  id  art 
For  the  eushriuement  of  the  Christian  faith 
In  sign  and  ajmbol.     Holiness  l^ecomai 
The  temple  of  the  Holy  1 

Aiid  these  crowds  T 
Come  they  to  poor  th<i  wursliip  of  their  hearts 
Like  wine  upon  tlie  oltnr  ?    Who  are  tUey  ? 

Last  niglit,  we  hear,  the  Iheati'e  was  full. 
It  waa  a  spectacle  ;  they  went  to  see. 
All  yesterday  tliey  thronged  the  galleries, 
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Or  mved  among  ibe  miiia,  or  droru  out 
Upon  the  broad  campagno — just  to  see. 
This  (UFtemooD,  vitb  gaudy  equipage, 
(Tbeii  Biedeker  and  Mnrra;  left  at  home,) 
TUey'll  be  upon  the  Piucio — to  aeo. 
And  BO  this  morning,  learning  of  the  choir 
And  the  Pope's  coming,  they  aru  here  to  see 
(The  men  in  awaUovr-totte.  iheir  wives  in  black,) 
The  grandest  spectat'le  of  uU  the  week. 
Uake  way  ye  wen  of  poverty  and  dirt 
"Vrbo  fringe  the  outer  lines !    Moko  oi>en-way 
And  let  them  pass !     This  ia  the  Hoose  oE  Qud, 
And  anal  low- tails  arc  of  fluo  moment  here  ! 

The  ceremony  baa  begun  within. 

I  liesr  the  tar,  faint  Toicen  of  the  choir. 

Aa  il  a  door  in  beaven  were  left  ajar, 

Aad  chertibim  were  singing Now  I  hear 

The  sharp,  meUvllic  (.'hiiik  of  groonded  nrma 
Upon  the  morbli.',  as  His  Huliaeas 
MoTes  up  the  Uoga  of  bnatling  bayonets 
That  goard  his  progress. . .  But  I  stay  alone. 
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Nay,  I  will  to  the  Vftticaa.  anil  there. 
lu  converse  with  the  thoiiglit«  of  mauliez  tneD, 
PaaB  the  great  niorniug  !    I  ahall  be  alone- 
Ay,  all  aJone  with  thee,  Ijaoction  I 


"  A  teast  day  aud  no  entmnce  ?"     Cnn  one's  gold 

Unloose  a  snul  from  put^torial  boncU 

And  cipe  the  gates  of  heaven,  wilhnut  th«  powar 

To  draw  n  bolt  at  the  Muaenm  ¥    Wait ! 

Laucoon  I  thou  great  emliodiuieiit 

Of  hurnun  life  and  haman  Iiiatury  t 

Thou  record  of  the  past,  thon  prophecy 

Of  the  sad  future,  tlion  majeKliu  voice. 

Pealing  along  tliP  ages  from  old  time  ! 

Thou  wail  of  ngoiiiBi'd  hnmauity  1 

There  lives  no  Uiungbt  in  mar1il<>  like  t»  thee  1 

Thou  haat  no  kindrt^d  in  tlie  Vntieaa. 

But  Blandest  aoparate  nmoag  the  dKama 

Of  old  mythologies — alone — rIoiio  ! 

The  beautiful  AjwUo  atthyside 

Is  but  a  raarblo  dream,  and  dreams  are  all 

The  go<l!<  aud  goddesses  and  fauna  and  fate^i 
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y 


That  populatu  ttiese  woadroos  bulla  ;  bat  Llioa, 
SUuilmg  BJQoug  them,  liftest  up  tlijudt 
lu  majest;  of  meaning,  till  tho.vsinlt 
Far  (riim  tUe  Bight,  no  mote  signifioaut 
Thttu  the  piwr  toys  of  children.     For  thou  art 
A  voice  from  out  the  worid'a  cxjierience, 
Speaking  of  all  the  geueratjons  poet 
To  all  the  geaetatioua  yet  to  oome 
Of  the  long  BtiTiggle,  the  sublime  deajtair. 
The  wild  and  wearj  agouj  of  mau  t 


t 


Aj,  Adam  and  his  ofCsprlag,  in  the  tuils 

Of  the  twin  st-ipente  Sin  and  Siifferiug, 

Thou  doat  imijereouate  ;  and  an  I  gaze 

Dpoa  the  twining  mouHtera  that  enfold 

In  nnrelaxing,  unrelenting  ooiis. 

Thj  awful  enorgiee,  and  plant  their  faugn 

Deep  in  thy  quivering  flesh,  while  still  thy  might 

In  fierce  convulsion  folk  the  fateful  wrench 

That  would  destroy  thee,  I  am  overwhelmed 

With  a  strange  sympathy  of  kiuilred  puju, 

Auil  see  through  gathering  teiu-M  ihf  tmgedy, 
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The  onrse  and  oooftiot  of  n  tuinud  niue  I 
Tbotie  Rkcxliiui  Bculptora  were  gigimtju  luan, 
Whoso  ioBpirutioDs  uame  from  other  sooroe 
ThflQ  tlieir  religion,  tliougk  Ihey  chosu  to  speiik 
Through  lis  tamiliar  Imiguage, — mea  who  saw. 
And,  seeing  quite  divinelj,  felt  how  wenlc 
To  cure  thti  world's  greut  woe  were  nil  the  powers 
Whose  reiga  their  age  ockoowledged.    So   they 

Tlie  immortal  three — and  pondered  long  and  well 
Wliat  one  gmiit  work  should  apeak  Uie  truth  tor 

What  one  great  work  should  rise  aad  testify 

That  tboj  bad  foncd  the  topmost  fact  of  Utc, 

Above  the  reach  of  all  philosophiea 

And  all  religions— «Tery  Bchemo  of  mao 

To  placate  or  dethrone.     That  tact  Uio;  fuimd. 

And  njniilded  into  form.    The  silly  priest 

■VVliose  desecrations  of  the  altar  atirreil 

The  veugoance  of  his  Qod,  and  summoned  forth 

The  nreuthed  gorgons  of  the  sUmj  deep 

To  cnisli  him  and  his  cluldrea,  was  the  word 
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By  whiob.  they  spuke  to  tlieir  own  age  aud  laca, 
That  tisleaf>d  and  applaaded,  knoffing  not 
That  high  aboTe  the  small  siguifioanoe 
They  apprelieaded,  rose  the  gnind  intent 
That  monmed  their  doom  imd  breathed  a  woild'8 
despoil  I 

Be  Bnre  it  woa  do  fable  that  inspired 

So  grand  an  ntteranoe.     Purohonce  some  leaf 

From  an  old  Hebrew  record  hod  conveyed 

A  knowledge  ot  the  genesis  of  uati. 

Perchance  some  fine  conception  rose  in  them 

Of  unity  of  nature  and  ot  race, 

Sprin^g  from  one  beginning.     Nay,  perchance 

Some  yiaion  flashed  before  their  IhongLtfnl  eyes 

Inspired  by  fiod,  which  allowed  the  mighty  man, 

Who,  uubegotten,  had  Iw-got  a  nice 

That  to  his  lot  waa  linked  through  coantless  time 

By  living  chains,  from  which  in  vain  it  strove 

To  wrest  its  tortured  limbs  and  leap  amain 

To  freedom  and  to  rest  I    It  matters  not : 

Thd  double  word — the  fable  and  the  fact. 
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Tiae  childish  dgraout  and  the  mightj  troth. 
Are  bleat  in  one.    The  firat  wna  tut  a  lUy 
And  dying  Rome ;  the  laat  for  later  time 
Aud  ui!  mankind. 


These  sculptors  spoke  their  word 
And  Uien  they  died  ;  aud  Borne — imperiaJ  Bonie  — 
The  mistress  of  tlie  world — debauched  by  blood 
And  foul  with  hurlotrica — fell  prone  at  length 
Among  the  trophies  of  her  crimes  and  al^pL 
Donm  loppling  one  b;  una  her  heljilesa  goda 
Fell  to  the  earth,  luid  hid  their  Ghutt«red  fomu 
Within  the  dust  that  Imre  tliein,  aud  among 
The  mined  shrines  and  erumbliug  masouy 
Of  their  did  temples.     Still  this  wondrous  gloap, 
From  itH  long  home  a^wn  the  Esqniline, 
Beht'ld  tlie  Mutiirios  of  chouge,  and  stood, 
Imporaonnting  ia  its  coDEcions  stoDti 
Tlie  iiuavnihug  struggle  to  crowd  book 
The  closing  folds  of  doom.    It  paused  to  heoi 
A  Strang!!  Nuw  Niime  proc'aimed  among  the  streets, 
And  caUih  the  dying  shrieks  uf  martyrt'd  men, 
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Ejodling  in  num;  ejee  ;  and  then  it  fell  ; 
And  ill  the  aahes  of  an  empire  stmlhed 
Itu  achiug  aeiiM,  and  bid  its  tortured  forms. 


The  old  life  went,  the  new  life  oame  ;  and  Bomo 
Thiit  slew  the  prophete  built  their  sepulchres, 
And  filled  her  heathen  templea  with  the  shrines 
Of  Christian  saints  nhom  she  hud  tossed  to  beasts, 
Or  orucifled,  or  left  to  die  in  chains 
Within  her  diingeonH.    Ay,  the  old  life  went 
But  oame  again.     The  primitive,  true  age — 
The  simple,  earnest  age — when  Jesus  Cbriat 
The  Crucified  was  only  known  and  preaobed. 
Struck  hands  with  paganism  and  paraed  awaj. 
Borne  built  new  temples  and  installed  new  names  ; 
Set  np  her  graven  images,  and  gave 
To  Pope  and  priests  the  keeping  o[  her  gods. 
*gni""  she  grasped  at  power  no  longer  hers 
By  right  of  KumnD  prowess,  and  stretched  out 
Her  bnnd  npun  the  conseieuceii  of  men. 
The  godlike  liberty  witli  wliich  the  Obrist 
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Had  made  kia  people  tree  she  stole  from  them. 

And  butind  them  slaves  to  new  obsemkoces. 

Her  times,  her  dajs,  her  cereiuoiiials 

Imposed  a  burden  griovotis  to  be  borne, 

Aiid  milliona  groaned  beneath  it.     "Say,  she  );revr 

The  Teugeful  persecutor  of  the  free 

Who  wonld  not  hear  het  joke,  and  bathed  bar 

In  blood  OB  eweet  as  uver  burst  (rom  hearts 

Torn  from  the  bosoms  of  the  eorlj  sainta 

Within  her  Ooliseum.     She  assumed 

To  be  the  arbiter  of  destiny. 

Those  whom  she  boiutd  or  loosed  npon  the  earth, 

Were  bonnd  or  loosed  in  heaven  1    In  Gkid'd  own 

She  sat  as  God^snpreme,  iufollibte  ! 

She  shnt  the  door  of  knowledge  to  mankind. 

And  bound  the  Word  Divine.     She  sucked  the 

Of  all  prosperities  within  her  realms, 
Until  her  gaudy  temples  blazed  with  gold. 
And  from  a  thousand  altars  flashed  the  fire 
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Of  prioeless  gems.     To  wia  lier  coiiutless  w£iilth 

She  sold  OS  merohaudiM  the  gift  of  GoiL 

She  took  the  burden  whiub  die  taoaa  had  boroe, 

And  boiiud  it  fast  to  aoourged  aad  nrithiug  loins 

In  thriftleea  Feuunce,  till  ber  devotees 

Fled  IroDi  their  kind  to  find  the  boon  of  pence. 

And  died  in  banishment.     Beneath  her  avraj. 

The  proud  old  Ikiman  blood  grew  thin  aud  inetiii 

Till  virtue  waa  the  name  it  gave  to  tear. 

Till  hevaiam  and  brigandage  were  one, 

And  neither  elavea  uoi'  beggafs  knew  their  abame  I 

What  marvel  that  a  shadow  fell,  world-wide. 

And  brooded  o'er  tbe  ages  ?    Was  it  strange 
That  in  those  dim  and  drowsy  centuries. 
When  the  dumb  earth  had  ceased  to  quake  beDeath 
The  souading  wheels  of  progress,  and  the  life 
That  erst  Lad  flamed  so  high  had  sunk  so  low 
In  cold  monastic  glooms  aud  fonna  as  cold, 
The  buried  gods  should  listen  in  their  sleep 
iVnd  dream  of  resurrection  ?    Was  it  strauge 
That  listening  well  they  should  at  length  awake. 
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Aiid  struggle  from  tlieir  pillows  ?    Wtw  it  alrange 

That  men  whose  visiuii  groTclleil  should  i>ercejra 

Tiie  (liifit  in  motinu,  uud  with  ruptote  greet 

'Eaeb  aacieat  deity  iritb  loud  lu^nhum, 

ks  if  he  brought  witli  him  the  good  old  days 

Of  manly  art  and  poetry  oud  power  7 

Nay,  wns  it  Btrange  tliat  i>s  they  rniaed  themselvosi. 

And  cleaned  their  di'owsy  eyelids  of  th"  dual. 

And  took  their  godlike  attitudes  agidn. 

The  grand  old  forms  should  feel  tliemstilveii  ut 

Saving  perhups  a  piunfnl  sense  tliatmcn 

Hail  dwiudlt-d  sumewhut  ?     Was  it  BtmngG,  st  last, 

Thiitiill  these  gods  should  be  installed  lUiew, 

And  share  the  pnJa<.-i!  with  His  HolilI[^ss, 

And  that  tlio  Pope  luid  Christina  Komo  can  show 

No  art  that  eqaals  tliatvhich  hod  iU  birth 

lu  pRgiiu  inspiration  ?    Ah,  vrhatshnme  I 

Thai  uf  ter  two  millenniums  of  Chrisl, 

Rome  calls  to  her  the  thirsty  ti'ihes  of  earth, 

And  amitcs  tlin  heiitheii  marble  with  her  rod. 

And  bids  them  <iriiik  the  best  she  hna  to  ((ive  1 
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And  wbea  tUe  gods  were  on  their  feet  Agalu 
It  WHS  thy  time  to  rise.  Laoooon  I 
Those  Bhodioo  eculptoiB  bod  forseeu  it  olL 
Their  word  was  trae  :  thou  hudat  ths  right  to  liva 


I 


Id  llie  quick  Bimtight  on  the  EsqnUioe, 

Where  thoa  didst  sleep,  De  Fredis  kejit  tiia  viaea  ; 

And  long  aboTB  thee  grew  the  graphs  whosu  liSood 

Eanwild  in  Obriatuin  arteries,  and  fed 

The  dreot  Obristian  rovels.     Ah  what  (ruit 

Booked  np  the  morrow  of  thy  marble  there  I 

What  fierce,  aiiul  dreams  were  those  tliat  scared  the 

0  men  who  ditiiik,  nor  gusised  what  ichor  stung 
Their  urimsou  lips,  iind  tiugled  in  their  veina  I 
Sb'OQge  growths  were  those  tliat  sprang  ubcve  thy 

sleep  : 
Vines  that  were  ijerpeuts ;  huge  imd  ugly  trtioks 
That  took  the  forms  of  luiinwi  agony — 
Contorted,  gnarled  and  giim— luid  leaves  tlial  bore 
The  semblance  of  n  thousand  torCnred  hands, 
And  snaky  tendrils  that  entwined  tliemselvea 
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Around  all  forma  of  life  within  iheir  reaoh. 
And  oraabsd  ur  blighted  them  ! 

At  lost  the  spade 
Slid  down  to  find  the  secret  of  the  vines. 
And  tonched  thee  with  a  thrill  that  etartlad  Borne, 
And  swiftlj  called  a  shoating  multitade 
To  witness  tby  unveiling. 

Ah  what  joy 
Ch-eeled  Hie  rising  from  th,T  long  repose  I 
And  one,  the  might;  mafittir  of  his  time. 
The  King  of  Christian  art,  with  strong  sud  faoe 
Looked  on,  and  wondered  with  the  giddy  crowd,— 
Looked  ou  and  learned  (too  late,  alas,  I  for  tilm), 
That  his  Lumaoity  and  God's  own  truth. 
"Were  mute  than  Christian  Bome,  and  spoke  in 

words 
Of  larger  impovt.     Humbled  Angelo 
Bowed  to  the  masters  of  the  early  days. 
Grasped  their  strong  hands  across  the  oentiuieB, 
And  went  Lis  way  despairing  1 
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Thou,  metuitiue, 
Did'el  &ud  thyself  installed  auoiig  the  gods 
Here  iu  the  Vatican  ;  aud  thou,  to-day. 
Huat  the  some  word  for  those  who  read  thcu  well 
Aa  wLeu  thou  vast  created.     Borne  lias  fuiled  : 
Humanity  is  writbing  iu  tliu  tuils 
Of  the  old  moiiatera  aa  it  wriUied  of  old, 
And  there  is  Deither  Lulp  nor  hope  iu  her. 
Her  priests,  her  Ghriaes,  her  rites,  her  muouaeries, 
Hei  piotuies  and  her  pageants,  are  as  weak 
1o  break  the  hold  of  Si»  and  Suffering 
Ab  tLoae  her  reign  displaced-     Her  iron  hand 
Shrivels  the  maoliood  it  preBomeB  to  blesa, 
Drives  to  disguBt  or  iufiJehty 
The  strong  and  free  who  dare  to  thiuk  aud  judge. 
And  wins  a  kiss  from  coward  hpa  alone. 
8Ue  does  not  preach  the  Gospel  to  the  pour. 
But  takes  it  from   their  hands.     The  men  who 

The  footsteps  of  the  Master,  and  bow  down 

Alone  to  Him,  she  brands  as  heretics 

Or  hunts  as  fiends.     She  dzrres  bejond  her  gat«e 


» 
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Tlio  Cbriatiau  worshippers  of  other  clime^ 
And  other  (olda  and  faiths,  us  if  their  brans 
Were  white  with  leprosy,  nud  grants  them  there 
With  hangUtj  scorn  the  iiriviledge  U>  kneul 
la  hnmhle  worship  of  the  ivimmun  Lord  ! 

Is  this  Uie  Cbriat,  or  look  we  atili  (or  him  ? 

In  the  old  problem  solved,  or  liugeTH  yet 

The  grant  stDlution  ?    Ay  Laocoon  1 

Thy  word  is  true,  for  Christian  Borne  han  failed  ; 

Aiid  I  behold  humfinity  in  thee 

As  those  who  shiiped  thee  «nw  it,  wheu  old  Roiue 

Xu  that  far  |)agan  evening  fell  asleep. 


J 


MISCELLANEOUS 
PIECES. 


THE  wmas. 

A  FKEBiiB  wail  Will  heard  iit  night, 

Antl  a  stifled  tiry  of  joy  ; 
And  wlien  the  moni  broke  ciml  and  light, 
TLe;  liore  to  the  motlier'a  tearful  aigbt 

A  fnir  and  lovely  boy. 


MontliH  passed  away  ; 
And  dftj  by  day 

The  mother  hung  about  her  child 
Ab  in  bin  Uttle  oot  he  lay, 

And  wat^'hsd  him  as  he  smiled, 
And  threw  liis  liauda  into  the  nir, 

And  turned  above  his  large,  bright  eyes. 
With  an  expreusioa  half  o(  prayer 
And  half  of  strange  snrpriBe  ; 


For  hovering  o'er  his  dowuj-  bead 
A  diunty  vision  hung. 

Flntteriug,  swuying, 
Unsteadily  it  swrmg, 

As  if  suspL'Dded  bjr  a  thread, 
Hia  own  sweet  bronth  obeying. 

Sometimes  with  look  of  wild  beaeechiug 

He  uorked  it  aa  It  dri)ppc<I 
Almost  witldn  hia  awkwurd  reouhing, 
Aud  ns  the  visioD  stopped 
Beyond  his  anxious  gmsp. 
And  cheated  the  quick  clnsp 
Ot  ilimpled  handa,   aiid  quite 
ymothercd  hie  chirrup  of  iktight. 
And  he  eair  his  effort  vain 
AutI  the  bright  vision  there  AgaiD 
Dancing  before  hia  aigUt, 

Tlis  eyoa  grew  dim  with  tears. 
Till  o'er  l!iG  SufHled  spheres 
The  southing  eyelids  crept. 
And  the  tir«>d  infant  slq>t 


Ho  SAW — Ilia  niolber  could  not  Me — 
A  priiseuce  aud  a  myaterj  ; 

I  wo  waving  wings. 
Spangled  with  bilvcr.  storlike  Ihiiigs  : 

No  fonn  oF  liglit  waa  Ixtnie  between  ; 
Only  Hie  wiags  were  ueeu  I 


Yenrs  eteal  away  with  aileut  teet. 

And  be.  the  Uttlu  one. 
With  brow  moro  luir  and  voice  more  sweel 

la  plajing  in  tlie  sun. 
FlowerB  are  around  him  u,nd  the  soug:^ 

Of  boanding  sti'eoms  and  happj  birds, 
But  sweeter  tluui  their  sweetest  tongues 
Greuk  fuith  his  awn  glad  wordM. 
And  OS  he  singe 
The  wings.  Ihe  wiugu  1 
iietuTc  hiui  bUII  the}-  &s  I 
And  nothuig  that  the  summer  brings 
Oau  BO  eiitiue  his  eyf. 
Hovering  htre,  hovering  tjfere, 
Hovering  everywhere. 
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Tliej  fiaeh  lutd  sliiac  among  ths  flowers, 
Wliile  dripping  slieea  in  golden  afa<nreiB 
Falls  through  tlie  aii  where'er  they  borw 
Upon  the  radiunt  ihingH  the;  cover. 
Horrfing  here,  hutTTiag  there, 
Hurrjing  everywhere, 
He  plucka  the  flowera  they  shine  npon. 
But  trbile  he  plucks  their  light  ia  goae  I 
And  costjng  down  the  faded  things. 
Onward  be  springs 
To  follow  the  wings  I 

Tews  run  away  with  sileot  feet  ; 

The  boy,  to  manhood  grawn. 
Within  a  shadowy  retreat 

Stiuida  nniioua  and  ftluut^. 
His  bosom  heaves  with  heavy  aiglis. 

His  hair  hangs  damp  and  long. 
But  fiery  purpose  fills  his  eyea. 

And  his  limbs  are  large  and  strong  : 
Au^  there  above  a  gentle  hill. 
The  wiugH  are  hovering  still, 
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While  their  soft  mdiaooe,  t 
FaHe  OD  a  maiden's  fonu. 


And  Bee  I  ugain  he  slorta, 

Aad  ouward  darU, 
Then  ptuiaea  with  a  derive  and  auddt-'n  pain. 

Then  presses  on  oguiu, 
Till  with  mixed  thoughts  of  raptnte  and  de- 
spair. 
He  kneels  before  her  there  ; — 

With  hands  together  prest, 
He  prajs  to  her  with  low  oJid  pasaionate  oalls, 
And,  like  a  snow-fiako  pure,  she  flultera,  talk, 

And  mella  upoa  his  breast. 


Long  in  thut  dearest  trance  he  himg — 
Then  raised  hi»  e^ea  ;  the  wings  that  swiiog 
In  glancicg  circles  round  hia  head 
Afar  had  fled. 
And  wheeled,  with  oalm  and  graceftil  flight, 


Tlut  glowed  will)  gloriea  beouteoud;  bright 
Beueath  thmt  sheen. 


High  in  the  midst  a  uiQuumeat  arose. 
Of  pole  eadniiiig  marbls :  oolm  wid  Btill, 

It  QeeiUbd  a  Btatue  of  Bublime  repose, 
The  sUeat  speaker  o(  u  miglttj  wilL 

Its  aides  were  huiig  acuuud 
With  boughs  of  evergreen  ;  and  ila  long  iihiift 
was  crowned 
With  B.  blight  laurel  wreath, 
And  glittering  benenth 
Were  piled  great  heupa  of  gold  npon  the 

ground. 
OhUdren  were  pkjing   near — fair  boys  and 
girls, 
Who  shook  tiieir  sunny  curls, 
And   laughed  and  sang  in    mirtlifuluieaB  of 

And  in  their  childish  pleaaorea 


Dftuced  itroQiiiI  the  treMoree 
Of  gold  and  honor  tliej  were  to  inlieril. 

K^^H  TbA  Higlit  has  Hred  his  bnin  ; 
^^^^nOnward  ho  nprings  again. 
^^^^P     O'er  rained  blocks 
''  Of  irild  and  perilous  rocks, 

Through  long  damp  paves,  o'er  pitfalls  dire. 
And  maddening  scenes  of  b!i>od  and  fire. 
Fainting  with  heat, 
Ben u allied  with  cold, 
With  wenry,  oohiog  feet, 
He  stem);  toils,  and  presaea  on  to  greet 
The  monument,  the  lanrols  and  the  gold. 

Tears  have  poERed b;  ; aehattered  form 
Leans  faintly  on  a  monumeat  ; 
Eitt  glazing  eyes  are  bent 
In  sadneea  down  :  a  tear  falls  to  the  ground 
That  through  the  farrows  of  his  cheek  liatli 


The  fihildren  beantif  iil  have  oeaaed  to  play, 
Tomisheil  the  miirMe  stands  witb  dark  dt>- 


llie  IcKirels  all  are  dead,  and  flown  tbe  goM 


Onoo  mora  he  raised  his  eyes ;  before  him 

A  dim  aud  lonely  vale, 
And  feebly  tottering  in  the  downward  way 
Walked  epectrefl  cold  and  pale. 
And    durkling    groves    of  shadowy  cypress 

sprang 
Among  the  damp   elouds    that  luroitod  tliem 

One  'riaion  only  oheera  Ub  aching  ^U ; 
Those  nings  of  light 
Have  lost  their  varied  hnes  and  ohanged  tn 

whit<!, 
And,  with  a  gentle  motion,  slowly  mvo 
Over  a  new-made  grave- 
He  caste  one  faltering,  fnrewell  louk  behind. 


Around,  nbove,oiiemourufuI  glance  he  throws. 
Then  with  a    oheerfal   suiilu,   and   tnisting 

mind, 
Muves  feebly  toward  the  vulley  of  repose. 
He   staads  above   the   grave  ;  dull   ehodJerd 

Along  Ilia  lliulis,  uold  dri>p3  are  ou  his  brow  ; 
One  sigh  lie  Li^aTea,  oud  slaking  into  sleep 
He  drops  and  disappears  ; — aud  dropping  uow, 
The  wiuga  havo  followed  too. 
But,  lo  I  new  visions  bnrat  npou  the  Tiev  ! 
Thej  reappear  in  glorj  bri({ht  and  new  1 
And  to  their  sweet  embrace  a  sool  is  given, 
And  ou    the   wings    of   Hoi^s    an  angel  fliea  to 

UliiVBK. 
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What  glory  then  I     What  (larkoess  now  1 
A  glimpse,  a.  thrill,  aocl  it  is  flown  I 
I  reach,  I  grasp,  bat  stnnd  alone. 

With  empty  anna  and  upward  brow  t 

Ye  may  not  nee,  O  weary  eyes  ! 
The  hnnil  of  ongeU,  swift  luid  bright. 
That  pnss,  but  cannot  wako  your  sigbt, 

Down  trooping  from  the  arowded  skiea. 

O  heavy  ears  !    Te  may  not  heal 
The  sti'ains  that  paaa  lay  uomiaious  soul. 
Anil  seek,  but  flad  no  earthly  goal. 

Pur  tiilUng  from  nnother  epbeie. 

Ah  I S011I  of  mine  I     Ah  !  Roul  of  mine  I 
Thy  flliiggish  senses  are  but  liars 
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That  stand  lietneen  thee  &nd  tlie  stan. 
And  shut  tbee  from  the  world  divine. 

For  BomotJiing  sweater  far  thau  simnd. 
And  aomcthing  finer  than  the  light 
Oomt'B  thro'-igb  the  dUcnrd  and  tbe  uight 

And  penetrates,  cir  wraps  thee  ruiind. 

Nay,  God  u  here,  (siulilat  thou  bnt  see  ; 

AH  things  of  benuty  nre  of  Hira  ; 

And  heaven  thnt  holds  the  cherubim. 
As  lovingly  embraces  thee  1 

If  thou  hast  apprehended  well 

The  ttiader  glory  of  a  flower, 

Whieh  moved  thee  by  some  snbtle  power 
Whose  source  and  away  thon  oonldst  not  tfll  ; 

If  thoa  hast  kindled  to  the  sweep 
Ofelormy  cloads  (icrfias  the  sky, 
Or  gazed  with  tranoed  and  tearfnl  eye. 

And  eweiling  breaat  upon  the  deep  ; 


1^9^^^^^^ 
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1 

It  tUou  iiast  felt  Ihu  throb  and  thrill 

1 

OE  early  day  and  happy  hirdn, 

■ 

While  peace,  that  drowned  thy  chosen  words 

Hits  flovred  from  thoe  in  glad  gaod-wiU. 

Than  baat  thou  dnmk  the  heavenly  dew ; 

Then  hfiTO  thy  feet  in  rapture  trod 

The  pathway  of  a  thought  of  God  ; 

■ 

Acd  death  can  show  thee  nothing  new. 

1 

For  heaven  and  beauty  are  the  some, — 

T 

Of  God  the  all-informinK  thought, 

To  sweet,  supreme  expre^ion  wrought. 

And  syllabled  by  sound  and  tlame. 

The  light  thftt  heaaiB  from  childhood's  eyo^ 

The  charm  tbut  dwells  in  sonoaer  wood*. 

The  holy  iufluenoo  that  hroods 

O'er  all  tfungs  nnder  twilight  skios,— 

The  uiusia  of  the  simple  notes 

\ 

1 
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Tbe  joy  IB  life  of  all  thut  roamn 
Upon  the  earth,  and  oil  thiit  floats, 

Proulaim  thut  heaven's  sweet  providentM 
Enwraps  the  homely  earth  in  whole. 
And  finds  the  secret  of  the  sonl 

Throngh  chafinels  subtler  tlinn  the  senm. 


0  soul  o(  mine  1    Throw  wide  thy  door, 
And  cleanse  thy  paths  from  doubt  and  ^ 
And  the  bright  flood  shall  eater  in 

And  give  thee  heaven  forevermore  I 


Thb  robin  repeats  liis  twn  moncal  words. 
The  muadovr-lark  whistles  his  one  retmin  ; 
And  stoRiJilj,  over  sud  over  ogain, 

The  Rniae  song  swells  from  a  hundred  birdn. 

Bobolink,  ahickadee.  blBckbird.  and  JBy. 

Thraaher  and  woodpecker,  cackoo  and  wren, 
Eiuh  sings  its  word,  or  its  phrase,  and  then 

It  has  nothing  further  to  sing  or  to  Bay. 

Into  that  word,  or  that  sweet  httle  phrnse, 
All  there  nmy  be  of  its  life  innst  crowd  ; 

And  lulling  and  liquid,  or  hoane  and  lond, 
It  bruutlios  out  its  burden  of  joy  nnd  praise. 

A  little  child  Bite  in  his  father's  door. 

Ohntting  and  sintring  with  cflrelesa  tungne; 


A.  thoaaand  beautiful  words  a 
And  he  holds  nnuttered  a  tliousaud  u 


Words  measnre  power ;  ami  they  u 

Greater  art  thoa  in  tliy  pmttling  moods 
Than  ott  the  singers  of  oil  the  woods  ; 

They  are  bnil«s  only,  but  thou  art  diviiif. 


Words  measure  destiny.     Power  to  declare 
Infinite  ranges  of  passion  and  thought 
Holds  with  the  infinite  only  its  lot, — 

b  of  eternity  only  the  heir. 


Words  measure  lite,  and  they  meMure  its  joy  I 
Thou  hast  more  joy  in  thy  childish  yenra 
Than  the  birds  of  a  hundred  tuneful  spheres, 
LDg  with  the  beautifnl  blTda,  my  boy  I 


sl?:eping  and  dbj^amino. 

I  SDFTI.I  siuk  into  the  batli  of  sluep  : 
Witli  cyeli<}s  ulint,  I  see  ftranud  me  doce 

The  mottled,  Tiolet  TSpors  ol  the  deej). 
That  wraps  me  in  repose. 

I  float  oil  night  ia  the  etherenl  aaa. 

That  dromts  m  j  pain  nnd  weariness  in  halm, 
Careless  of  where  ita  currents  carry  me, 

Or  settle  into  calm. 

That  which  the  ear  can  hear  is  silent  all ; 

Bnt,  in  the  lowi^r  stilhieaa  wliiob  I  reooh, 
Soft  whispent  call  me,  like  the  distant  falJ 

Of  waTea  npon  the  hendi. 

For  the  earth  tlint  ha<l  sipkenej  with   tUirxt  so 
long. 


8LEEPISQ    AND    DREAMING. 

Xj  spirit  leaves  tUe  couoh,  ftnd  aaeks  the  a, 
Pot  freedom  and  (or  joj. 


Dnink  ap  like  vapots  Ii.t  the  morning  sun 
I  Tbe  past  mid  fnture  rise  and  disappear  ; 

'       And  times  and  spiuiea  gatlior  honiL',  and  nm 
I  Into  a  oommon  siihrjie. 


Uf  jUQth  is  round  me,  and  the  uilent  tomb 
Has  buret  to  set  iU  fairest  prisoner  free. 

And  I  BWftit  her  in  tUe  dewy  gloom 
Of  the  old  trysting  tree. 

I  mack  the  flutter  ot  Ler  snowy  dress, 
I  bear  the  tripping  of  lier  fairy  feet, 

And  now,  pressed  closely  iu  a  pure  oarsaa, 
With  ardent  joy  we  meet 

I  tell  agoin  the  slorj  of  my  Ioto, 

I  drink  again  her  lip's  delieious  wine, 

And,  while  the  same  old  stara  look  down  above. 
Her  eyes  look  np  to  mine. 
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I  dream  Ihat  I  am  dreaming,  uiiil  I  start  ; 

Tiiea  dream    that    nonglit   ao    real    oomM  in 
dreams ; 
Tlien  kisB  again  to  reassure  mj  heart 

That  she  ia  what  she  seems. 

Our  stops  t«nd  homen-ard.     Lingering  iit  tlie  |^nt<', 
I  breathe,  and   breatlie   again,  mv   fond   Rood 

SUb  ahnta  the  cruel  door,  nod  still  I  wait 
To  wotch  her  window-light. 

I  see  the  tthadovr  of  her  dainty  head, 
Od  i-urluiiis  that  I  pruy  her  hand  may  atir. 

Till  oU  is  dork  ;  and  then  I  soak  my  bed 
To  dream  I  dream  of  her. 

Liike   the  snitt    monn   that  slidns  [mm  elond    to 

With  only  hurried  space  to  smile  bntwoen, 
I  pienw<  the  phantoms  thatomund  ui(>  crowd. 

And  glide  fmm  ucene  to  scene. 


SLESPINO    AND   DREAMING.  rt3 

I  obtap  wam  huids  tbat  long  bnvt«  Iain  in  dust, 
I  hear  jsweet  voices  ibnt  Lave  lung  been  still, 

And  earth  and  sea  give  op  tlioir  hallowed  trust 
lo  answer  to  my  will. 


And  now,  liigh-gftiing  toward  the  starry  dome, 
I  see  threo  airjr  foi'nia  ooniQ  floating  down — 

The  long-lost  angels  of  my  early  home — 
My  night  of  joy  to  crown. 

They  pwiBe  above,  beyond  my  eager  reach, 
With  arms  enwreathed  and  fomut  of  henvcDl; 

grace; 
And  smUing  boek  the  love  that  Bmiles  from  each , 
I  see  them,  fnoe  to  face. 

They  breathe  no  langiiBgf,  but  their  lioly  eyes 
Beam  an  embodied  biessiug  on  my  heart, 

That  warm  within  my  truattui  bosom  hea, 
And  Dc>ver  will  depart 
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I  drink  the  efflueuce,  till  UirougU  all  vay  soul 
I  feel  &  flood  of  peaceful  ruptore  dow, 

Tliat  swella  to  joy  at  Isit,  and  buraU  cottlrol. 
And  1  awake ;  but  lo  I 

With  Gjelida  shnt,  I  hold  the  vision  fast, 
And  atill  detain  it  by  my  ardent  pmyer, 

Till  fwnt  and  fainter  grown,  it  fiidesnt  last 
Into  the  silent  air. 

My  Ood !    I  tliank  Thee  for  the  bath  of  sleep, 
That  vfraps  in  balm  my  weary  heart  and  brain, 

And  drownB  ^thin  its  nraters  still  and  deep 
My  Borrow  and  my  pain. 

I  thank  Thee  tor  my  dreams,  whiob  loose  tlie  Iiutid 
Tbat  binds  my  spirit  to  ila  daily  load. 

And  give  it  augel  wings,  to  fly  beyond 
Its  slum  Ijcr- bound  aliodc, 

I  thank  Thee  for  thean  gUmpaes  of  the  cliuie 
That  lies  beyond  the  boundaries  of  sbuhp. 


SLEEPISa  AND    DREAMING. 

Where  I  shall  wash  awuy  the  stains  of  time 
111  floods  of  recompense  : — 

Where,  iv!ien  thin  body  sleeps  to  woke  no  mc 
My  soul  sbftll  rise  to  everlastuig  dreams, 

And  find  itorenl  nil  it  saw  before 
And  real  uU  thnt  seems. 


\ 


ON  TBE  mam. 

On  tlie  Itiglii  Kulm  we  stood. 

Lovely  Floribe!  nud  I, 
While  the  morning's  erimsoa  flood 

SIrenraed  alnng  the  cnstern  s^. 
Beddeiieil  every  monntaiii  ])enk 

Into  r<Kw,  from  tnitigkt  ilun  ; 
But  th^  blush  upon  her  oheek 

Was  not  lighted  by  the  son  I 

Oq  the  Righi  Kulm  we  sat, 

Lovely  Floribel  luid  I, 
Plucking  blue-bella  [or  her  hat 

From  a  mound  that  blosaomed  oi^. 
"We  are  near  to  heaven,"  she  sighed. 

While  her  raven  laahes  felL 
"Nearer,"  softly  I  replied, 

"Tlmn  the  moantain's  height  inny  toll." 


OA'  run  HiauL 

Suwa  tbe  Bigbi'a  eide  we  t,\teA, 

lively  Floribel  und  I, 
Bui  bur  iDorning  bliuh  hud  Eled, 

And  tlie  blae-bclla  all  ivere  dry. 
Of  the  height  tbo  dreiuu  was  Ixiru  , 

01  tlie  lonei  air  it  diud ; 
And  the  pHHNCQ  of  the  mom 

Flowed  and  fell  at  eventidt^ 

Fiom  the  bieoat  o[  blue  Luciime, 
Iiovelj  Floribal  and  I 

Sow  the  hund  at  Btuuict  buru 
On  the  Riglii  Kulm,  aiid  die. 

Aud  we  woudei'fd,  guziug  tLiis, 
If  our  dream  waold  stiil  reuiiiiu 

On  the  height,  imd  wait  (ur  as 
Tin  we  climb  to  heuvon  agaiu  ! 


OBADATIM. 

Heavsn  13  not  reached  tit  a  sin^e  bound  ; 

But  tre  boiid  the  ladder  by  which  ir«  rise  ; 

From  the  lowly  lArth  to  ^e  nuiltod  fikies. 
And  we  muunt  \a  its  summit  round  hj  ronud. 

I  ooimt  this  thiog  to  be  grandly  Irao  : 

That  a  uoble  dood  is  a  step  toward  God,  — 
Lifting  tha  soul  from  the  oomnioo  ulud 

To  a  purer  uir  and  a  broader  view. 

We  rise  by  the  things  that  are  under  loel ; 
Bj  what  we  have  mastered  ul  good  and  gWD  \ 
By  the  pride  depoeed  and  the  passion  slain. 

And  the  viiuqiiiBhed  ilia  that  we  hourly  laeeiL 

We  hope,  we  aspire,  we  tesolTe,  we  trost. 
When  the  morning  calls  ns  to  liie  and  light. 


Bat  oac  iiciLTts  gruw  weary,  and,  ero  tlit'  iiight. 
Our  Uvea  aiv  trailiug  the  surdid  dust 

We  hapo,  we  reaolve,  we  aspirp,  we  pray, 
And  we  think  that  we  mount  the  air  on  wmgs 
Beyond  the  tei'aU  of  aensual  tiiiogB, 

Wlule  oar  feet  still  oliiig  to  tliu  heavy  olay. 

'Wings  for  the  ougela,  but  feet  for  men  I 
We  m«7  borrow  the  wiiigs  to  Bod  the  way — 
We  may  hope,  oadreaolve,  oud  aspire,  audpray; 

Bot  our  feet  must  rise,  or  we  fall  again. 

Only  ia  dreaniB  ia  a  ladder  thrown 

From  the  woHjy  earth  to  the  sapphire  walls ; 
But  the  dreams  depart  oud  the  viaion  falls, 

Aad  the  sleeper  wakes  on  hia  pillow  of  stone. 

Heaven  ia  notriMiched  at  asiugle  bound  ; 
But  we  build  the  hulder  by  whiuh  we  rise 
From  the  lowly  earth  to  the  vaulted  skies, 

And  we  mount  to  iis  summit,  Tonnd  by  ruund. 


RKTUSNINO    CLOUDS. 

Thb  douils  are  returning  aftet  Uio  rain. 

All  the  loug  muruing  ibay  steikdily  sweep 
From  the  blue  Nurthweat,  o'er  the  upper  outi 

In  a  peaceful  flight  to  their  I^ateiu  aleop. 

With  suila  that  the  eool  wiu.t  fiUa  i>r  furls. 
And  shtidows  that  dorbiu  ihu  billuwj  g»cs, 

Freighted  with  amber  or  piled  with  peuis, 
Fleets  of  fair  argiwies  rise  luid  pass. 


The  earth  smiles  back  to  the  KiuilinK  throDg 
From  greening  pastuia  and  blooming  Beld, 
Fur  the   earth  that  had   idekeued   with  thiist  so 
li.ng, 
Has   been  touched   hj  the   hund  of  The  Boiu, 
and  healed. 
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The  old  mail  aila  'neath  Uie  toll  elm  tmen. 

And  watches  the  pageant  with  dreitmy  eyes, 
While  hu  white  locks  stir  to  the  same  cool  breeze 

That  acatten  the  silver  along  the  skies. 

The  old  num's  ejeUds  are  wet  with  team — 
Tern's  o!  sweet  pleasure  und  uweeter  pain — 

For  hia  tlioiights  ore  driving  back  over  the  jrears 
lu  beautiful  clouds  after  lifo's  long  rain. 

Sorrows  that  drowned  all  the  springs  of  hia  life, 
Trials  that  crushed  him  with  pittleaa  beat, 

Storms  of  tomptutiou  and  tempests  of  strife, 
Float  o'er  hia  memory  tranquil  and  sweet. 

Aud  the  old  man's  spirit,  made  soft  aud  bright 
By  the  long,  long  rain  that  hod  bent  him  low, 

Sees  a  vision  of  imgols  on  wiugs  of  white, 
In  the  trooping  clouds  aa  they  come  and  gi:). 


"Whom  I  crown  with  love  is  ioya,\ ; 

Mattel's  not  ber  blood  or  liirtb  ; 
abe  Ib  queen,  and  I  uiu  lo^ 

To  the  noblest  of  the  earth. 


Neithex  plnce,  nor  wealth,  nor  titleL 

Lacks  the  mail  mj  friendidiip  owns  ; 
His  distinctioD,  true  nnd  vital, 

Shines  supreme  o'er  crowns  and  thrones. 


Where  trne  love  beatows  its  HweetneSH, 
Where  true  triendEliip  loys  its  haod, 

Dwells  all  greatnaes.  elU  completeneM, 
All  the  wealth  of  ever;  land. 


Man  is  greater  Uum  couditioD, 
And  nbtrc  uiaD  himself  bKHtow», 


He  bcgete,  iluJ  gives  positiou 
To  the  gentlest  tUat  he  kuowa. 

Neither  luiruclo  nor  fable 

la  tlia  water  changed  to  wiiio  ; 

Lords  aiitl  lodit^s  ut  toy  tulili- 
ProTe  Love's  iuuiplest  fare  diviu 

And  if  theao  ftcuept  my  duty, 
tl  tlie  loved  my  homagp  own, 

X  have  won  all  worth  mid  beauty  ; 
I  Lave  found  the  magic  stouu. 


WHERE   SHALL    THE    BABT'S 
DIMPLE   BE? 

Over  the  cradle  the  molher  bang, 

Sotdy  orootting  a  alumber-song ; 
And  tbeae  vere  the  simple  wonls  she  Bung 

A]l  the  evening  long : 

"  Oheek  or  chin,  or  knnckle  or  koM, 
Where  Bholl  the  haby's  dimplo  be  ? 
Where  sholi  tlie  angel's  finger  rest 
When  he  comes  down  to  the  biiby'B  ueat  ? 
Where  shall  the  augel'ti  touch  rem&in 
When  he  awakens  my  babe  agala  ?" 

Still  as  she  bent  and  saug  no  low, 

A  miinnur  into  her  miiaic  broke  ; 
And  slie  ]Hiiised  to  baiu-,  for  aUe  could  but  know 

The  baby's  nngol  spoke. 


I 


I 


BABTS   DIMPLE.  3G1 

"Cheek  or  chin,  or  knuokle  or  k]iui<, 
Where  shftll  the  babj'a  dimple  be  ? 
Where  shall  mj  Hnger  fall  and  rent 
When  I  oome  do^vu  to  the  baby's  nest  ? 
Where  ahull  ray  floger'a  tonch  remain 
Whea  I  awaken  jour  babe  again  ?" 

Silent  the  mother  sat,  and  dwelt 
Long  in  the  sweet  delay  of  choioe  : 

And  then  by  her  baby's  side  she  knelt. 
And  Sitng  with  pleasant  voice  : 

"Not  oa  the  limb,  O  angel  dear  1 

For  the  charm  with  its  youth  will  disappear ; 

Not  on  the  cheek  shall  tlie  dimple  b«, 

For  the  liiirboring  smile  will  tade  and  flee  ; 

But  bnioh  thoa  the  chin  with  itu  impress  deep, 

And  my  baby  the  uugel's  seal  ahall  keep." 


THE  HEART  OF  THE    WAR. 

(1S(M.) 
Peace  in  llio  i;lovcr-8cciit«d  air, 

Aiiil  HtnTN  witliiB  the  dome  ; 
Aud  uudorueath,  iu  dim  rupose, 

A  plain,  New  Engimid  luime. 
Within,  a  mui'miir  of  low  tones 

Aad  eighs  from  hearts  oppressed. 
Merging  in  prayer,  at  lost,  that  liriu^ 

Tbo  balm  of  sileut  mit. 

IVe  closed  a  hard  duj'ii  work,  Uarty,  — 

Tlio  oveniug  chores  arc  done  ; 
And  ^un  are  weary  with  the  house. 

And  with  the  little  oue. 
But  he  is  sleeping  sweetlj  nuw. 

With  nil  uur  pret^  broud ; 


THE   UEAliT    OF    THE    WAH. 

Bo  come  mjU  sit  niiun  my  knee. 
And  it  wiU  do  me  gauiL 


Ob,  Marty  I  I  must  (ell  you  all 

The  trouble  la  my  heart, 
And  yon  must  do  the  best  yon  can 

To  take  nnd  bear  yoar  part. 
Ton're  seen  the  shallow  on  my  face  ; 

Yon've  felt,  it  d«y  nnd  night ; 
For  it  has  filled  nnr  little  home. 

Aud  luinished  all  its  light. 


I  did  not  mean  it  Bhoiild  be  so. 

And  yet  I  might  have  known 
That  heitrta  which  Uve  ns  close  as  onTB 

Can  never  keep  thvir  own. 
Sat  we  are  fallen  ou  avii  times, 

And  do  whato'er  I  may, 
My  heart  gron-a  sad  uhout  the  war. 

And  sadder  tvery  day. 


1  THE   UEAIil     OF    IRE    WAR. 

I  think  about  it  wlien  I  work, 

Aiul  when  I  try  to  rest, 
And  never  more  than  when  yaw  head 

Jn  pillowed  ou  my  breast ; 
For  then  I  eee  the  camp-fires  bkse, 

Aiid  aluepiug  meu  avound, 
Who  turn  their  taees  toward  their  kome«, 

Ami  drewa  upon  the  giouud. 

I  think  about  the  deai,  brave  bc^ 

My  mates  in  other  yeora, 
Who  piue  for  home  and  those  Ihey  lore. 

Till  I  am  ohoked  with  tears. 
With  shouts  and  obeeis  they  marched  away 

On  glory's  shining  tmok. 
But,  ah  !  how  long,  how  lony  they  stay  I 

How  few  of  them  ootao  book ! 

Om)  sleeps  beside  the  Teonessee, 

And  one  beside  the  James, 
And  one  fought  on  a  gallant  ship 


TOE  SEAHT   OF   THE    WAR. 

And  periebed  id  its  fliunes. 
Anil  Home,  stnwk  down  bj  fell  disease, 
.  Are  breutbiii)!  out  tlii^ir  life  \ 
And  others,  moimt^d  b^  crnel  nounds. 
Hare  left  the  denjlj  Btri/a, 

Ah,  Marty  I  Mnrt;,  only  think 

Of  oil  the  bo,vs  have  done 
And  Buffered  iu  this  wear;  wnr  I 

Biavc  terocs,  evi-ry  oue  I 
Oh  I  often,  often  in  the  night, 

I  hem  tbeit  voices  call : 
'■  Come  an  -mdhplp  ux.     Is  U  right 

That  .re  «;j:>ui/  h-:,ir  U  aU  f 

And  when  I  kneel  nnd  try  to  pmy. 
My  thonghtH  wo  never  free. 

But  ding  to  thoso  who  toil  nnd  fight 
And  dip  tor  ynu  and  me. 

And  when  I  pray  tor  victory, 
It  seems  almost  a  sin 


t  THE  HEAJiT  OF  THE   WAS. 

To  fold  my  hanila  nntl  luk  fur  what 
I  will  nut  help  lo  will. 


Oil  I  do  not  cliog  lo  me  and  <sry. 

Fur  it  will  break  my  heart ; 
I'm  sure  you'd  rather  have  me  die 

Than  not  to  Iniar  my  port. 
Yoti  think  that  some  ehoulil  atny  nt 

To  care  for  those  uwny  ; 
But  still  I'm  hdpleas  to  decido 

If  I  should  go  or  ntay. 


For,  Marty,  all  the  soldiers  loTO, 

And  idl  are  loved  again  ; 
i,D(l  I  am  loved,  and  lovo,  perltape, 

No  more  tUnn  other  m<*u, 
I  oannot  tell— I  do  not  know— 

Whioh  way  my  duty  liiw, 
Or  where  thii  Lord  would  hnve  me  bnQd 

Sfy  fire  (it  snorifloe. 


THF   BEAUT    OF    THE    WAIi. 

I  led — 1  know — I  ani  nut  meiiii ; 

Aud,  tbough  I  seem  tu  Irouj^t, 

Tm  8iirc  tiat  I  would  give  my  life 

To  those  who  naeil  U  moat. 

Perhaiw  the  Spirit  will  reveal 
Th>Lt  which  is  fair  and  right ; 

80,  Marty,  let  iin  humbly  kueel 
Aud  jirny  l.i  Hi'avi-n  tor  light. 


Peace  in  the  clover-soented  lur, 

Aud  etars  within  the  dome  ; 
And  nndeinenth,  iu  dim  icpoae, 

A  plaiu,  New  Eugliiud  home. 
WitliiD,  a  widow  in  her  weeds, 

From  whom  all  jiy  h  flowu, 
Who  kneels  among  her  sUiepiug  luilies, 

Aud  weeps  and  pmys  alooe  1 


TO  A  SLEEPING  SIKGER. 


Love  in  her  liemrt,  and  song  npon  her  lip— 
A,  daughter,  trieud.  and  wife — 
She  lived  a  beauteous  life. 
And  love  luid  song  shall  bless  her  in  her  ale«p. 
The  flowei'3  whose  language  ahe  interpreted, 
The  delicate  airs,  calm  evea,  oud  starry  skies 
That  touched  bo  aweetlj  her  dioste  sjrmpathiea. 
And  ftU  the  grieving  soula  she  comforted. 
>Yill  bathe  in  separate  Barron's  the  dear  uoiuid. 
Where  heart  and  hiirp  he  silent  aiid  prufonnd. 
Oh,  Woman  !  all  tlie  sougs  tiou  left  to  as 
Wq  will  presprve  for  thee,  in  grateful  love  ; 
Give  thou  rptum  of  onr  afifeelion  thuB, 
And  keep  tor  na  the  sooga  thoa  singst  altovs  I 


SONO  AND  SILENCE. 

"  Mt  MaViel.  jou  onco  hsA  a  bird 
In  ytna  thmut ;  and  it  sang  all  the  day  I 
Bnt  uow  it  siDgB  never  a  word  : 
Has  ths  bird  flown  awaj  ? 

"  Oh  sing  to  me,  Uabel,  again  I 
Strike  the  chords  I  Let  the  old  fountUD  flow 
With  its  balm  for  my  fever  and  pun, 
As  it  did  yearn  ago  !" 

Mabet  sighed  (while  a  t«ar  filled  and  t«ll,) 
' '  I  hare  bade  all  my  aingiug  adieu  ; 
But  I've  a  true  story  to  tell. 
And  I'll  tell  it  to  yon. 

"  There's  a  bird's  nest  ap  tJiere  in  the  oak, 
On  tlie  bongb  that  hangnuver  the  stream. 


»  HONG    AXD    SILENCE. 

Aod  lost  night  tlie  motlier-bird  biolEO 
Into  song  in  her  dreiuu. 

"  Tliis  morainf;  she  wukc,  ami  wiis  atill ; 
For  hIio  tlioiight  of  llio  frail  little  tliinga 
That  necOed  her  motherly  bill, 
Wuitijig  nnder  her  winga. 

"And  busily,  ilII  the  day  long, 
Bhc  hunlad  tvud  ourriod  tlieir  food. 
And  forgot  both  herself  and  her  soug 
In  her  earu  for  her  brood. 


"I  Bang  iu  uiy  dream,  ond  you  heanl ; 
I  woke,  alid  you  wonder  I'm  atill  ; 
But  a  mother  is  always  a  bird 
With  a  fly  in  its  bill  I" 


AhL  n1i)Dti  in  tiie  worlil  !  nil  alnno  ! 
With  n  ehilil  oti  my  kneu,  or  a  wife  on  my  breast. 
Or,  sitting  beside  me,  the  beuiitiful  guest 
Whom  my  heart  leaps  to  greet  as  its  sweetest  ouil 
beet, 

HtiU  alone  in  tlin  world  !  ii!l  itlone  I 

Willi  my  visions  of  beauty,  nlone  t 
Too  Inir  to  be  painted,  too  fleet  to  be  scanned. 
Too  regal  to  stay  at  my  feeble  commnnd, 
Thpy  pusa  from  tlie  gniup  of  my  impotent  band; 

Still  alone  in  the  w.ild  !  all  alone  ! 


Alone  with  my 
Nob  au  eye  that  can 


when  ita  Sugnr  of  flame 


I 
I 
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Poiats  mj  aonl  to  ita  sin,  or  consumes  it  iriUi 

shame  I 
Not  an  ear  that  con  hear  its  low  vliiHpsr  of  blamcl 
Still  oloue  in  the  vorld  I  all  alone  I 

In  my  visions  of  self,  all  alone  1 
The  weakness,  the  meanness,  the  guilt  that  I  see. 
The  fool  or  the  fiend  I  am  tempted  to  be, 
Oan  only  be  sflen  mid  repented  by  me  : 

Still  alone  in  the  world  !  all  alone  ! 

Alone  in  my  woraUp,  alone  I 
No  hand  in  the  Tiniverae  joining  with  mine. 
Can  lift  whiit  it  lays  on  the  sJtar  divine. 
Or  bear  what  it  oflers  aloft  tn  it^  sLrine  : 

Still  alone  in  the  world  !  all  alone  t 

In  the  volley  of  death  all  alone  I 
The  sighs  anil  the  tears  of  my  friends  ars  in  vun. 
For  mine  is  the  passage,  and  mine  is  tho  ptun. 
And  mine  the  sad  sinking-  of  bosom  sod  bnuB  ; 

Still  alone  in  the  world  1  alt  alone  I 
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Not  a«™e  1  never,  never  hIodo  I 
Tliere  is  one  wlio  is  with  me  lij  ilaj  und  by  night, 
Who  sees  and  insiiirea  all  my  visions  ot  light. 
And  teaches  my  couscience  its  office  aright : 

Not  alone  iu  the  world  I  not  ulona  1 


Not  alone !  ucver,  never  nlone  ! 
He  sees  all  my  weakoesa  with  pitying  eyes. 
He  helps  me  to  lilt  my  taint  heart  to  the  ski 
And  ia  my  lost  passion  he  suffars  and  dies  : 

Hot  alone  I  never,  never  alone  1 


ALBERT  nnREKS  STUDIO. 

In  Itm  house  nf  Alliei-t  Durer 

Still  is  »>-!■  the  aliiJio 
Where  the  prtttj  Niircmljergers 

(Cheeks  of  rose  and  necks  □(  snow) 
Sat  to  have  their  pnrtmita  puinteil. 

Thrice  a  himdred  years  ngo. 

Still  is  Been  tlie  little  loop-bole 
Where  Frau  Dnrer's  jooIoqb  c«ra 

Watdied  UiQ  artist  at  his  Iiihor, 
Anil  the  sitter  iti  her  chair, 

To  obserre  each  word  oiiil  motioii 
That  should  pass  between  the  pair. 

HnndBome,  hapless  Albert  Dorei 
Was  BB  cireiimapect  and  true 


MBKliT   DVitEie^    STUDIO. 

As  llie  uxiMt  ooirei-t  of  Lusbands, 
Vi'hi'a  tlie  dear  delightdil  slirew 

Haa  liiin,  aud  liis  eveet  compamouB, 
ETery  momeot  taid«r  riew. 

But  I  trow  Hint  AllKJrt  Dnrer 

Hud  nithin  bis  taiiart  a  apul 
Where  lie  sat,  and  puiutud  pictoree 

Thut  gave  beaut]'  to  his  lot. 
And  the  ahiLTp,  iutrusive  vision 

Uf  Pnui  Durur  entered  not 

Ah  1  it  brains  mid  heaila  had  loop-holea, 
And  Frail  Durer  oould  have  seen 

All  the  iiicturcB  thnt  his  fancy 
Hung  upiiu  tUeir  walls  within, 

How  iniuutu  liiul  huf  u  ber  watching. 
And  how  good  he  would  have  been  I 


THE  OLD  CLOCK  OF  PRAOUE. 

There's  a  ciirioos  cttick  in  the  liity  of  Priigne — 
A  remarkable  old  astronomical  clock — 

Wilh  a  dial  whose  outline  is  thiLt  ol  an  egg, 
Ajid  with  figures  and  flngem  »  mDuderfitl  stock. 


B  the  dann  nnd  the  death  of  the  Anj, 
Shows  the  phases  of  moon^  and  the  changes  of 

Counts  Ihe  roonlhs  and  the  jean  on  they  viuush 


And  perforJ 


:  qait«  a  number  at  iiiarteb  be- 


At  the  left  of  the  dial  n  skeieton  stuids  ; 
And  aloft  hanga  n  mnncal  bell  in  the  tnwer. 
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Which  he  rings,  by  a  ioi>e  thut  he  holds  in  bin 
In  his  ]niuctual  (miction  ot  alriking  thy  hour. 

And  the  skeleton  nods,  as  be  tags  at  the  rope, 
At  on  odd  httle  figure  that  ejes  him  aghast, 

&e  B  hint  that  the  beli  rings  the  knell  of  his  hope, 
And  the  litiur  that  is  aolenmlj  tolled  is  hia  last. 

And  the  effigy  tama  its  queer  feotares  away 
(Mach  as  if  for  a  snickeriug  tit  or  a  sneeze,) 

With  a  ahrug  and  a  shudder,  that  atniggle  to  say  : 
"  Fray  excuse  me,  but — just  an  boui  more,  if 
you  please  !" 

But  the  funniest  sight,  of  the  nnmeroos  sghte 

Which  tlif  clock  hiis  to  show  to  the  people  be- 


Is  the  Holy  Apostles  in  tunics  and  tigUta, 
Who  revolve  in  a  ring,  or  proceed  in  a  ro' 
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Their  npi>earanoe  con  tiordlj  be  connterl  Hnbltme  ; 
Au<l  their  movements  are  formal,  it  mn»<t  be   al- 
lowed ; 

But  they're  prompt,  for  they  always  uppenr  npou 

And  polita,  for  they  bow  very  low  to  llie  crowd. 

This  machine  (so  reliable  papers  rerar.!) 

Waa  the  work,  from  bis  own  rery  clever  design. 
Of  onti    Hanusch,    who   died  in   the  year   of  onr 

One  thousand  four  hundred  imd  ninety  and  nine 

Did  tbe  people  iwieivo  it  with  honor  ?  you  ask  ; 
Did  it  bring  n  reward  to  the  builder  ?  Alt,  wull ! 
was  proper  tlint  they  eUould  have  pnid  for  tlm 

And  tlier  did,  in  u  wiiy  tliiit  it  shocks  me  lo  tell. 


For  suspecting  that  HiuiiibcIi  might  grow  io  be 


THE  OLD  CLOCK  OF  I'liAQUE.  :«H 

Or  thut  cities  aruund  them  might  covet  Ibeii 
prize, 
The^  iuveuted  a  atoty  that  he  wm  insane, 
And,  to  stop  him  from  labor,  eitiDguisboil  bis 

Bat    the  cnnning   old    artist,    tbongb    dying  in 

lia;  bo  Euri!  that  he  labored  and  lived  not  amisu; 
For  his  clouk  haa  outlasted  tho  foes  uf  liis  tiviao, 
And  tliQ  world  owea  him  much  for  a  lesson  like 
this; 

That  a  private  auooeas  ia  a  pablic  oHence, 
That  a  citizen's  tiuno  is  a  city's  disgrace, 
And  that  both  should  be  shtumed  hy  a  pi-rsou  of 

Who  would  live  with  a  whole  imir  of  eyes  iu  Iuh 


A   OHRISrUAS    CABOL. 

Thxbe'b  a  song  in  the  air  I 

Th.ere'8  a.  star  iq  the  sk;  1 

There's  a  mother's  deep  prayer 

And  a  babj's  luw  cry  I 
And  the  star  nuns  it8  fire  while  Ika  beautiful  siug. 
For  the  manget  of  Bethlehem  cradles  a  king. 

Xllere's  a  tumult  of  joy 

O'er  the  wonderful  birth. 

For  the  virgiu'e  sweet  boy 

Is  the  L'Jtd  of  the  earth, 
Aj  1  the  Htar  ruina  its  lire  and  the  Beautiful  sing, 
For  tht  inangui'  u(  BcilhleliQiu  cradles  a  king  I 

In  the  light  uf  that  star 
Lie  the  ages  impearled  ; 
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And  that  sang  from  afar 

Bus  swept  orer  tho  world. 
Eveij  UeartU  is  aSuae.  and  the  Beautiful  slug 
la  the  homes  ot  tho  natiuas  that  Jeaua  is  King. 

We  rejoice  in  the  light. 

And  we  echo  the  Bong 

That  Qumos  down  through  the  night 

Prom  the  heavenly  throng. 
A7 1  we  sliout  to  the  luvelj  erangel  they  bring, 
And  we  greet  in  hia  nrodle  oar  Saviour  and  King  1 


VERSES  READ   AT  THE  BAD- 
LEY    CENTENNIAL. 

[Jimt  'Jtt,   185'J.i 

Heaiit  of  Hodley,  slowly  boating 

UntltT  midoigiit's  azaio  breast, 
Bilence  lliy  stroug  poke  re|}t.-ating 

Wakes  nit — shakos  me — from  my  rest* 

Hark  ]  a  beggar  at  the  bosieiuent  ! 

Iiistea  !  frieuds  are  nt  tin)  door  ! 
There's  u  luver  irt  the  yaaument  1 

There  ore  feet  upon  tlie  tl(ii>r  '. 


TEE   IIADLEY    CEyiENNIAL. 

Bat  they  kuock  with  muSleil  hammerB, 
They  step  aoftlj  like  Uie  ruin, 

Aud  repeat  their  geiitie  clamors 
Till  I  sleep  and  dream  again. 


Still  the  knocking  sA  the  basement ; 

Still  the  rapping  at  tke  door  ; 
Tireless  lover  at  the  casement  ; 

Ceaseless  feet  upon  the  floor, 


Bolts  are  loosed  bj  apBctral  flngere, 
Windows  open  through  the  gloom, 

And  the  lilaea  and  syringaa 

Breathe  their  perfitme  throngh  tho  ri 


"Mid  the  odorona  pulsations 
Of  the  air  oronnd  my  bed, 

Throng  the  ghostly  generations 
Of  the  long  fdrgotU^n  dead 


I  THE  SADLEV    CENTESHIAL. 

''Bisc  and  write  1"  with  gentle  pleading 
Tliey  commnnd  and  I  nlie;  ; 

And  I  give  to  jroa  the  reading 
Of  their  tender  vrords  to-day. 


"Ctiiidren  of  the  old  plantation, 
Heira  of  aU  wc  won  and  held, 

Oreet  na  in  ynnr  pelebration — 
TJs — the  nameless  ones  if  Eld  ! 


But 


We  were  never  sqitires  or  teacher 
We  were  neither  wise  nor  great, 

listened  to  our  prenehcra, 
Worshipped  GoA  and  loved  the  9 


"  Blood  of  onrs  is  on 
Dust  of  ours  is  in  the  soil, 

Bnt  no  mufble  casts  a  shadow 
Where  we  slumber  from  our  loiU 


THE   BADLEY    CENTENNIAL. 

"  Unrememliurud,  iiureiHirdud. 

We  are  sleeping  side  hy  aide, 
And  to  namtui  is  now  awarded 

That  for  whioh  the  nameleafl  died. 


"We  were  men  of  hnmhle  station  ; 

We  were  women  pure  and  true  ; 
Aud  we  served  our  generation, — 

Lived  and  worked  and  fought  for  jon. 


"  We  were  maidens,  we  were  love 
We  were  hiiabands,  we  were  wi" 

But  obliviou's  mautle  oovera 
AJl  the  HweetneBH  of  our  lives." 


*'  Praise  the  men  wlio  niled  and  led  Ofl ; 

Carry  yarlandw  tu  tlieir  gravee  ; 
Bat  remember  that  yuur  meadows 

Were  not  plunt^^d  by  tiieir  slayeB, 


i  THE   tiADLKT   lEyTUXMAL. 

"  Cliildri-'ii  ci(  tlio  old  pliLulatiim, 
Heirs  of  All  Wi'  wuu  Aud  tisld. 

Greet  lis  in  jour  celebration. — 
Da,  tiie  numelesB  imm  of  Eld." 


This  llii-ii'  message,  :iud  1  send  it, 
Fnithful  to  thsir  sweet  behHBt, 

And  my  toast  sliidl  e'eo  attend  it. 
To  be  r''ad  among  llio  roeL 


Fill  to  al!  the  brave  anil  bliunelean 
Who,  forgottCD,  paased  awny  I 

Drink  tUe  memory  of  the  nam<.-le!a 
Only  uamed  iii  beavoii  to-dajr  1 


(heo  give  tiB  mea  I    A  lime  like  this  demoiKlft 
Strong  minds,  great  hearts,  trtie  faith,  and  rviad; 

bunds ; 
Mgu  wlitim  the  luat  of  offico  <loeB  not  kili ; 

Men  whom  the  sjioils  ii[  uffite  oauoot  buy  ; 
Men  \tb<>  posaisss  opinions  and  a,  will ; 

Men  who  have  honor, — men  who  will  not  lie  ; 
Men  who  nan  stand  before  a  deauig[>gue. 

And    damn    his    treacherous  flatterieH   nitliout 
winking  I 
Tall  men,  nun-crowned.  who  live  above  the  fog 

In  public  duty,  ami  in  pri»at»>  thinking  ; 
Por    wliile    the   rabble,    with    llieir    thiimb-worn 

Their  large  profeasious  and  their  little  deeds, — 
Mingle  in  selfish  strife,  lo  1  Freedom  weeps, 
"Wrong  rules  the  land,  and  wniiiug  Justice  sleeps  I 


1 

MERLE,    THE    COUNSELLOR. 

Oij>  M£itLB,  the  coanBellur  aDd  guide. 
And  tall  yoang  RolXe  walked  side  by  sidn 
At  the  eweet  hour  of  eveulidn. 

The  yellow  light  of  parliDg  Asj 

Upon  the  peiMeful  landscape  laj, 

The  tinkling  of  the  distant  herda. 
And  the  low  twitter  of  tlie  birda 
Miugied  with  childhood's  happy  notda. 

The  old  man  raised  hia  trembling  palm. 
And  hiitvA  his  brow  to  meet  the  bahn 
That  feU  with  twilight's  dewy  oalm  ; 

1 

^^^^^^^1 

i 
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And  one  oonld  see  that  to  hia  thnught, 
The  Bueues  oud  sonuds  aroniid  liim  brought 
IS  of  tils  heayen  he  eoughL 


Bat  Rolfc.  his  young  companion,  bent 
HU  moody  brow  iu  discontent, 
And  sadlj  monnared  as  he  wenL 

For  Taf;rant  pMsione,  fierce  mid  grim. 
And  fearful  memories  hannted  him. 
That  made  the  evening  glory  dim. 

Then  spoke  the  cheerfal  voice  of  Merle  : 
"Where  yonder  clouds  their  gold  uufnrl. 

One  almost  sees  the  gates  of  pearl. 


"Nay,  one  can  hardly  look  amiss 
Fur  heaven,  in  such  a  sc«ne  as  this, 
Or  fail  to  feel  its  present  blise. 


)  MEHLE.    rUK  COUSSELLOE. 

"  So  near  wo  Rtand  to  bol;  tluDgB, 

And  all  our  high  imoginuigB, 

Thftt  faith  forgets  to  hft  hi?r  wings  !" 


Then  answered  BoUe,  with  hitter  tone : 
■■If  thou  haat  visions  of  the  tUrone. 

Eujoj  them  ;  tliey  am  eUI  thy  nwa. 

"  Fur  me  tJiere  lives  no  (lod  of  lovs ; 
For  me  theru  bends  no  heaven  abore ; 
And  Peace,  the  gently  brooding  dore, 

"  Has  tlono  afar,  and  in  her  sicad 
Fierce  vultures  wheel  (tbove  my  bead, 
And  lKi[)e  in  sick  iind  faith  in  dead. 

"  Ueiith  can  but  loose  a  loathsume  bond. 
And  Irom  the  depths  of  my  despoud. 

I  Boe  uo  ray  o!  light  beyond." 


MERLE.     rUK    COUSHKLLOli. 

It  voB  a  soil,  discordant  atriuii, 

That  broufjlit  old  Murk  U>  earth  iigain. 

And  filled  bis  soul  with  Boleran  pain. 


At  length  they  reached  a  leafy  wond, 
And  wELlked  in  silence,  till  they  stood 
Witiiin  the  fragrant  solitude. 

Then  spoke  old  Merle,  inth  gentle  ait : 
"I  know  the  seoret  of  th;  heart, 
And  will,  it  thou  desire,  impart." 

Bolfe  answered  with  it  hopeless  sigh. 
But  from  the  tear  thnt  brimmed  his  eye, 
The  old  man  glrtdly  caught  reply, 

And  spoke  :  "Beyond  these  forest  tree« 
A  city  BtundH  :  and  spurhliug  seas 
Waft  up  to  it  the  evening  breeze. 


I  MESLE,    THE   COUmSLLOR. 

"  Thoa  oaiutt  not  sea  its  gilded  domes. 
lU  pUtme  of  smoke,  its  pleasaut  homf». 
Or  catch  tbe  gleam  of  sntt  thiit  toaina 


"And  diea  upon  its  verdant  shore, 
But  there  it  stands  ;  and  thera  tbe  roar 
Of  life  shall  swell  (or 


"  The  path  we  walk  is  fair  nud  wide. 
But  still  our  vision  is  denied 
The  city  and  ite  nursing  tide. 

"  The  path  we  walk  is  wide  oud  fair, 
Bnt  curves  and  wanders  here  and  there. 
And  bailda  the  wall  of  our  despair. 


1 
I 


"Make  straight  the  piith,  and  then  ahall  shine 
Through  trembling  walls  of  txee  and  vine 
The  vision  fair  for  which  we  pine. 


i 


USRLE.     THE   COUNSELLOR. 

"  And  tbuu,  my  son,  so  long  host  been 

Along  tLe  crooked  ways  of  sin. 

That  tbejr  have  olosed,  aud  shut  thee  in. 


I 


"  Make  Htniight  the  path  before  th  v  feet. 
Aud  walk  within  it  firm  and  fleot, 
And  thou  ahalt  see,  in  vittion  aweet 

"And  constant  as  the  love  supreme, 
With  doaer  gaze  and  brigltter  beam, 
The  peaceful  heaven  that  Ms  mj  dream." 

He  pnnsed  :  no  more  his  hps  eonld  my  ; 
Aud  then,  beneath  the  twilight  gray. 
The  silent  pair  retraced  their  way. 


But  in  the  jonng  man's  ejes  a  light 

Bhone  strong  and  resolate  and  bright, 

For  which  Merle  thanked  hisOud  that  uighL 


DANIEL    GRAY. 

If  I  sliull  ever  wiu  the  lioiue  in  heaven 

For  whose  sweet  I'est  I  hombly  hupe  and  pr»y. 

lu  the  greiit  company  of  the:  forgiven 

I  slml!  be  eure  Xu  tiiid  old  Diuiiel  Gray. 

I  knew  him  well ;  in  trath,  few  knew  him  better ; 
For  my  young  eyes  ofl  rend  for  Iiim  the  Woid, 
And  saw  how  meekly  from  the  oryBtal  letter 
Ho  driiak  tho  hfo  of  liia  beloved  Lord. 

Old  Daniel  Gray  was  not  a  mim  who  lifted 
On  ready  words  hia  freight  of  gmtitDde, 
Nor  wivs  lie  called  among  the  gifted, 
In  ths  pniycr-meetingB  of  his  neighborhood. 
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Ho  hod  u  few  old-fuiihioued  words  aud  [liirosui, 
Linked  in  with  sucred  texts  oud  Siuidiiy  riiymea  ; 
And  I  Buppijse  tliat  lu  \ds  prayers  oud  graces, 
I've  heard  tiiem  all  'jX  leaat  a  thousnud  tiuiia. 


I  see  bitn  now — ^bia  form,  his  iaue,  kis  □ 
His  homeapaa  Uabit,  nud  Lis  silver  hiur, — 
Aiid  hear  the  language  of  bis  trite  devotions. 
Rising  behiud  the  straight- bucked  kilcheu  ohair. 


I  can  remembor  h'jiv  tlio  seuU-'iiee  soundt'd^ 
"  Help  us,  0  Lord,  to  pray  and  not  to  faint !" 
And  how  the  "  conqueriDg-aod-to  conquer  "  round- 
ed 

The  loftier  aapiratious  of  the  stiint. 


He  bud  some  notions  that  did  not  improvo  hiiu. 

He  never  kissed  his  children— so  they  say  : 

And  fiuoHt  Hcenes  and  fairest  flowers  would  move 

Le«s  tliiin  II  horsc'-sln)e  jtinkeil  up  in  the  way. 
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He  had  a  henrty  hatred  of  oppression, 
And  righteous  words  for  sin  of  every  kind  ; 
Alas,  that  the  tjuusgreasoc  and  traUBgreedon 
Were  linked  ao  closely  in  his  Uoaeat  mimd  I 

He  could  see  nought  but  vauity  iu  beauty, 
Aiid  nought  but  weakness  iu  u  fund  coreBS, 
And  pitied  men  whoso  viewa  of  Christinn  duty 
Allowed  indulgenoe  in  auoh  foolishness. 

Yet  there  wete  loye  ami  teuderne-s.s  within  him  ; 
And  I  am  told  that  when  his  Charley  died, 
Nor  iisture'a  need  nor  gentle  worda  oould  will  him 
From  hi^  fond  vigils  at  the  elcepor'a  aide. 

And  when  they  came  to  bnrf  little  Ohailey. 
They  found  frenh  dew-drops  sprinkled  in  liiBliiur. 
And  on  his  hreast  a  rose-bud  gathtrred  pnrly. 
Aud  gueased,  but  did    not    know   who   placed   it 
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Hooest  and  faithful,  constaat  in  his  oolling, 
Mtiiclif  attendant  on  tlie  raeaaa  of  grace, 
lustout  in  prayer,  and  feiirftil  most  of  faJIiug, 
Old  Daniel  Qtay  wna  olwuj-s  iu  bis  placa 

A  practical  old  man,  and  yet  a  dreamer. 

He  thonght  that  in  some  strange,  utdooked-f or  wa^p 

His  mighty  Friend    in  Heaven,  the  great   Be- 

dccmer. 
Would  honor  bim  with  wealth  Rorae  golden  day. 

This  dreaiQ  lie  carried  iu  o.  hopeful  npirit 
Until  in  di-ath  his  patient  eye  grew  dim. 
And  his  Redeemer  called  him  to  infaerit 
The  heaven  of  wealth  long  garnered  np  for  him. 

So,  if  I  erer  win  the  home  in  heaveu 

For  whose  eweot  rest  I  humbly  hope  and  pi'^. 
In  the  great  compaay  of  the  forgi»oa 
I  shall  be  sure  to  find  old  Dauiel  Qmy. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  CHRIST K^- 
ING. 

(A  Lajeiid  of  t/ue  OonneOiciil.) 

How  did  they  miimige  to  bnay  tliemselreo — 
Our  sires,  iu  tlie  eurlj  plantation  dsj-s  ? 

Qrindiug  their  axes  nud  nbittliog  tbetr  belvee  ? 
Fishing  fur  sahnou  oud  plnuting  tnaixe? 


How  when  the  i^hopping  and  aplitting  were  dooe? 

H(iw  wlienlhecom-flelds  wereiilanledBndhoeil? 
How  when  the  sulmou  bod  cc^used  to  ran, 

A.tid  the  Irushea  WPre  cleared  from  tho  uld  Bay 
Bond? 

They  were  not  men  ivlio  stood  atiU  in  their  shoos, 
Or  who  eliiug  to  theii'  eabius  when  forests  vtttv 


i 
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I 


Ho,  wlicii  laimr  was  finished,  the,v  cat  the  bliifts 
And  their  sticks  for  u  lively  expluriug  triunp. 

Twna  a  beautiful  momitig  in  June,  they  say — 
Two  hundred  and  twenty  years  ago, 

When  armed  and  equipped  for  a  hoUday, 
They  stood  where  Connecticut's  waters  flow. 

With  five  upon  this  aide  and  five  lijiou  that, — 
Agawam's  bravest  and  hardiest  men, 

Hailing  each  nther  with  lusty  uhat, 

That  t!io    trill  woods   niiight   iind   tossed    ovB 


Holyoko,  the  gentle  and  daring,  stood 
On  the  Eastern  Iiank  with  his  trusty  fonr. 

And  Rowland  Thumas.  the  gallnut  and  good, 
fieailcd  the  baud  on  the  other  shore. 


"Due  North  I"  shouted  Holyoke  and  all  his  men. 
"Due  North  I''  answei«d  they   on  the  oppueiff 


And  northwiird  tliej  etarted,  the  stardy  t«n, 
Witli  their  haversaokB  flUed  oud  a  mueket  eauli. 


The  women  ran  panting  to  bid  them  t;Ood-byo. 

And  Bweet  Mary  Pynchon  viae  then!  (I  guess). 
With  »  aigh  iu  lier  throat  imd  a  tear  in  her  eya 

As  Holfoke  majohed  into  the  wJldemesB, 


And    the   boys   were   all    wondering  where    thej 
wo  old  go. 
And  what  tbej  would  meet  in  the  dougeioua 
way  ; 
And  the  good  ttivea  were  gossiping  to  and  fro, 
And  prating  and  shaking  their  heads  all  day. 


Cp  the  bright  river  the^  travelled  abreast. 
Calling  each  other  from  bank  to  bank, 

TiU  the  hot  aun  sluwly  rolled  into  tlie  Wesl, 
And  gilded  the  nuiiuCatD-topK  where  it  aanli 
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TliSf  lighU'tl  their  oamp-fires,  aud  nlci  of   theii 
fare; 

And  drank  of  the  irater  that  ran  at  their  teat. 
And  wrapped  in  the  ba]m  uf  the  oool  ereuing  air. 

Sank  do-nn  to  a  Bleep  that  wua  dreomlesa  and 


The  great  falls  roared  ia  their  ears  all  night, 
And  the  sturgeon   splashed   and   the    wild-eat 


But  they  did  not  wake  til!  the  raoming  hght 
Bed  throngh  the  willow;  bronubes  lieumed. 

Brief  WEU  the  toiit't  and  short  the  grace. 

And  strong  wciT  the  TJanda   that  broke  their 
fast; 
Then  onward  the;  pressed  till  they  reached  the 

Where  the  river  between  two  mountuina  i>;tsHe<l. 


Up  the  rough  ledges  thej  clambered  amain, 
Bolyoke  and  Thoman  on  either  hand, 
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Till  liigli  iu  uiid-pufisuge  tli»;  paaeed,  and  tlic^ 
They  U-'arfuUy  gmzed  uu  a  lovely  luuiL 


Duwu  by  the  Ox-Bliw's  southerly  shore 
Lii^kbg  tlio  wave  hon-ed  nn  niiU<.'reil  buck  ; 

And  NVrthwiird  uuJ  Westward  u  Icagno  or  mora 
Stretclifiil  the  liroiid  medditws  of  Nouutuuk. 

Straight  uj]  the  river  rui  ludiau  town 
Filled  the  sott  air  with  its  musivnl  hum. 

And  eliildien's  voices  wore  wait«d  domi 
From  the  peaceful  shadows  of  HookaDom. 

Bade  littln  jmtches  of  greening  maize 
Dappled  tlie  landscape  far  and  wide. 

And  nwny  iu  thn  North  iu  the  ftunset's  hlaac^ 
Sugnr-loiif  Rtuud  luid  miu^  glorified  I 

The  moruiug  dawued  on  the  doubl;  group 
Fnciug  euch  other  ou  oppoaito  sIiotgb, 
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Wliere  itgea  ago  with  a  mighty  swoop 
The  waters  piirted  the  luouutoui  duois. 


"Iiet  113  ohriateu  tbe  luountains,"  uaid  Holyoke  ii 


"Let  na  christyu  tlie  mountains,"  said  Tliumaa 
"  That  mooutain  for  you,  and  tliis  mountnin  for 


And  thdi'  trusty  fellows  resiiondi'il :  "  Anii'u  I" 

Then  Holycjkii  liwied  his  palm  in  the  utream, 
And  tossed  the  pace  spray  tuword  tliu  uouu- 

And  said,  while  it  shone  ui  the  sun's  first  beam, 
"  Fair    muuutain,    thou    art    Muout    Holyuke 


The  sun  shone  tuU  on  the  Western  beight. 
When  Thomas  came  up  from  thu  oryslAl  tide  : 
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"  I  uame  thee  ThumBs  by  Chmtiau  rite  1" 
"  Tboa  ait  Monnt  Thomas  1"  tfaej  all  replied. 

They  paused  bat  a  momeut  when  Tonnding  n  bluff 
Shot  all  Indian's  bout  with  its  ateolthj  ottr. 
And  with  Btriugs  of  wainpnin  and  gaudjr  stuff 
They  beckoned  it  in  to  the  Western  shora, 

GraoiouB  uid  briet  was  the  bargain  made 
B;  the  white  man'a  potent  pantomime  ; 

And  the  delicate  boat  with  its  dainty  blade 
Bore  them  over  the  river  one  man  at  a  time. 

There  were  greetrnga  and  jenta  in  every  month. 
And  hearty  faiewdla  lo"HolyokB"aiid  "Tom:" 

Then    the  gleeful  men    turned  their  steps  dua 
South, 
And  tonk  s  bee-line  for  Agan-am. 

They  passed  Wiilimansett  at  noon  that  day. 
And  Ohieopee  jnst  aa  the  ana  went  down, 
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\iid  wlien  the  last  diiftiglit  bad  fudtHl  ftwaj, 
All  hungry  and  weiir]-  tlioy  eutered  tiie  tow 


Ii-.  Pynchon  deuand<^d  a  fuU  report, 

Which  Holyoke  wrc.to  l.ir  the  Iwc.  cN>niiaami9  ; 

\iiit  'xhva  he  neiit  dawn  to  tlie  Ueiioml  Court 

[It.-  iiiiM-'ttd  it  in  QovarDor  Wiuiliriip's  hotids. 
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Tub  tliikM  of  litty  gulilcn  years 

Iti'ikch  to  tlw  guldea  ring 
WhiL-L  uiiw,  tdth  glail  AUiI  gnilelul  t«ara, 

We  o./lebrftto  nnJ  «ing. 
O  oboin  o[  lovu  I     0  riug  o(  gold  1 

TUiit  liave  the  years  Jnllcd  ; 
Ajid  Ntill  in  hu|ipy  boiitlnge  hold 

The  (iKi  man  nod  fab  bride  1 

Tho  livks  iti-L-  white  that  ouc-  vei-u  lilack  • 

The  BJiijlil  is  [eabler  grown  ; 
Hut  Ihruiigh  the  long  und  weary  invk 

The  ht^ivrt  has  lidd  its  own  I 
O  chwn  i>f  live  !    O  riug  ul  gold  I 

That  tilue^  isoiiUI  not  divide  ; 
■"but  kej)!  ihisjiigh  I'hiinges  mtuiifo!  I 

Tlie  old  mnn  nod  Lis  brjd?  ' 
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The  little  D11B6  buve  come  oifd  gone  ; 

The  olil  have  passed  away  ; 
But  love — immortnl  Ioyo — Uvea  on, 

And  blossotnH  'luid  deca,T. 
O  chain  of  love  I     O  ring  of  gold  ! 

Tbnt  have  the  jeani  defied  ; 
And  i\i\\  with  gromng  strength  iiifold 

The  old  lusD  and  hia  bride  I 

Tlie  e<ililt!U  bridol  !  uh.  Low  aweet 

The  muMic  of  tta  bell, 
To  thiHe  whose  hearts  iLi:  vonn  re^>eat 

Tbeii-  hven  have  kept  so  well  ! 
O  vliiiin  of  love  I    O  I'ing  ntgold  I 

O  innvnage  tnie  uiid  tried  1 
Thiitluiid  with  tendiTueas  untold 
The  old  uiau  and  liis  bride  I 
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